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HYMNS. 


i Lo Mo 
(Watts. Pf. 100.) 


1 EFORE Jehovah's awful Throne, 
Ye Nations, bow with ſacred Joy: 
Know that the Lord is Gop alone; 
He can create, and He deſtroy. 


2 His ſov'reign Pow'r without our Aid 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men : 
And, when like wand'ring Sheep we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his Fold again. 


3 We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs, 
High as the Heav'ns our Voices raiſe; 
And Earth with ker ten Thouſand Tongues 
Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe. 


4 Wide as the World is thy Command, 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Love: 
Firm as a Rock thy Truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


i Rn 2. GA 


2: C. . 
Watts. FF. 


* 133 did the Glories of the Son 


Shine through the fleſhly Cloud; 
Now we behold him on his Throne, 
And Men contels him God. 


2 Let him be crown'd with Majeſty, 


3 


T 


Who bow'd his Head to Death; 
And be his Honours ſouroed high, 
By all Things that have Breath. 


Feſus, our Lord, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted Name! 

The Glories of thy heav *oly State, 
Let the whole Earth proclaim, 


3. L. M. 


atis. Pf. 17.) 


ORD, I am thine; but thou wilt prove 
My Faith, my Patience, and my Love: 
When Men of Spight againſt me join, 
They are the Sword, the Hand 1s thine. 


2 Their Hope and Portion lie below; 


*Tis all the Happineſs they krow, 
"Tis all they ſeek ; they take their ſhares, 
And leave the reſt among their Heirs, 


3 What Sinners value, I reſign ; 


Lord, *tis enough that thou art mine: 
I ſhall behold thy bliſsful Face, 
And ſtand cowplete in Righteouſneſs, 


4. This 


This 
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4 This Life's a Dream, an empty Show; 


3 


But the bright World to which I go 
Hath Joys tubiiantial and fincere ; 
When ſhall 1 wake, and fiud me there? 


O glorious Hour! O bleſt Abode! 
I ſhall be near, and ike my Gop ! 
And Fieſh and Sin no more controul 
The ſacred P.eafures of the Soul. 


My Fleſh ſhall lumber 1 the Ground, 


Ill the laſt Trumper's joytul Sound; 


Then burſt the Chains with ſweet ſurprize, 
And in my Saviour's Image riſe. 


„ . 
(Watts. P/. 19.) 


HE Heav'ns declare thy Glorv, Lord, 
In ev'ry Star thy Viddom ſhines ; 
But, when our Eyes behold thy Word, 
We read thy Name in fauer Lines. 


7 he rolling Sun, the changing Light, 
And Nights and Days thy Pow'r conteſs ; 
But the bleſt Volume thou haſt writ, 
Reveals thy Juſtice and thy Grace. 


Sun, Moon, and Stars, convey thy Praiſc: 
Round the 'vhole Earth, and never ſtand: 
So, when thy Truth began its Race, 

It touch'd, and glanc'd on ev'ry Land. 


Nor ſhall thy ſpreading Goſpel reſt, 

Till tbro' the World thy Truth has run; 
Till Chriſt has all the Nations bleſt 
That ſee the Light, or feel the Sun. 


2 | 5 Great 


(. 4.) 

5 Great Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 
Bleſs the dark World with heav'nly Light; 
Thy Goſpel makes the Simple wiſe. | 
Thy Laws are pure, thy J udgements right. 


6 Thy nobleſt Wonders here we view, 
In Souls renew'd and Sins forgiv'n: 
Lord, cleanſe my Sins, my Soul renew, 
And make thy Word my Guide to Heay'ns 


. . 2 
(Watts. Pf. 23.) 


7 HE Lord my Shepherd is, 
I ſhall be well ſupply'd; 
Since he is mine, and I am his, 
What can 1 want belide ? 


2 He leads me to the Place 
W here heav'nly Paiture grows, 
Where living Waters gently paſs, 
And full Salvation flows. 


3 If er I go aſtray, 
Hie doth my Soul reclaim, 
And guides me, in bis own right Way, 
For his moſt holy Name. 


4 While he affords his Aid, 
I] cannut yield to Fear: 
The? I ſhould walk thro? Death's dark Shade, 
My Shepherd 's with me there. 


5 In Spight of all my Foes, 
Thou doſt my Table ſpread ; 
My Cup with Bleſſings overflows, 


And [oy exalts my Head. 
6 The 
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For ever firm thy Juſtice ſtands, 

As Mountains their Foundations keep; 
Wie are the Wonders of thy Hands; 
Thy judgements are a mighty Deep. 


3 Thy Providence is kind and large, 


© 


Both Man and Beaft thy Bounty ſhare ; * 
'The whole Creation is thy Charge, — 
But Saints are thy peculiar Care. 


4 My Gop! how excellent thy Grace, 


Whence all our Hope and Comfort ſprings 
The Sons of Adam, in Diſtreſs, 
Fly to the Shadow of thy Wings, 


s From the Proviſions of thy Houſe * 


We ſail be ted with ſweet Repaſt; 
There Mercy, like a River, flows, 
And brings Salvation to our Taſte, 


6 Lice, like a Fountain, rich and free, 


Springs from the Preſence of my Lords 

And in thy Light our Souls ſhall ſee 

The Glories promis'd in thy Word. 
E.. 


(Watts. Pf 30. 


1 G GD is the Refuge of his Saints, 
J 


When Storms of ſharp Diſtteſs invade; 
Ere we can ofer our Complaints, 4 
B hold him preſent wich his Aid. © 


2 Let Mountains from their Seats be burl'd, 


Down to the Deep, and bury'd there; 
Contulfions ſhake the ſolid Wald, 


Hur Faith ſhall never yield io Fear, 


„ 3 Loud 


( 5) 


The Bounties of thy Love 


1 


Shall crown my following Days; 
Nor from thy Houſe will I remove, 
Nor ceaſe to ſpeak thy Praiſe. 


| 6. L. N. 
82 (Watts. Fſ. 32.) 


LEST is the Man, for ever bleſt, 
Whoſe Guilt is pardon'd by his Gon, 
Wnoſe Sins with Sorrow are confeſs'd, 
And cover'd with his Saviour's Blood. 


2 Bleſt is the Man, to whom the Lord 


1 


Imputes not his Iniguities, 
He pleads no Merit of Reward, 
And not on Works but Grace relies. 


N rom Guile his Heart and Lips are free: 


His humble Joy, his holy Fear, 
With deep Repentance well agree, 
And join to prove his Faith ſiacere. 


4 How glorious is that Righteovſneſs 


That hides and cancels all his Sins! 
While a bright Evidence of Grace 
Thro' his waole Lite appears and ſhines. 


7. ; M. 
(Watts, Pf. 36.) 


TIGH in the Heav*ns, eternal Gop, 
Thy Goognets zn fall Glory ſhines ;; 
"Thy Truth ſhall break thro? ev'ry Cloud 
That veils and darkens thy Deſigus. 
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Loud may the troubled Ocean roar, 
In ſacred Peace our Souls abide, 


While ev'iry Nation, ev'ry Shore, 
Trembles, and dreads the ſwelling Tide, 


There is a Stream, whoſe gentle Flow 
Supplies the City of our Gop ; 

Life, Love, and fov, ſtill gliding thro), 
And wat'ring our divine Abodle. 


© Thar ſacred Stream, thine holy Word, 


That all our raging Wor contronls: 
Sweet Peace thy Promiſes afford, 


And give new Strength to fainting Souls. 


Sion enjoys her Monarch's Love, 

Secure againſt a threat'ning Hour ; 

Nor can her firm Foundations move, 
Built on his Truth, and arm'd with Pow'r. 


9. C. M. 
(Watts, Pf. 47.) 


For.a Shoat of ſacred Joy 
To Gop the Sov'reign King! 


Let ev'ry Land their Tongues employ, 


And Hymns of Triumph ling, 


Jeſus, our Gop, aſcends on high; 
His heav'nly Guarde, around, 
Attend him riſing thro' the Sky, 
Wich Trumpet's joy ful Sound. 


While Angels ſhout and praiſe their King, 
Let Mortals learn their Strains; 

Let all the Earth his Honours fing 
O'er all the Earth he reigns. 


0 4 Rehearſe 
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4 Rehearſe his Praiſe with Awe profound, 
Let Knowledge lead the Song, 

Nor mock him with a ſolemn Sound, 
Upon a thoughtleſs Tongue. 


5 In IfF'el ſtood his ancient Throne, 


He lov'd that choſen Race; 
But now he calls the World his own, 5 
And Heathens taſte his Grace. 


© The Britiſh Iſlands are the Lord's, 


There Abraham's God is known; 
While Pow'rs and Princes, Shields and Swords, 
Submit before his T hrone. 


120. 8. M. 
(Watts. Fſ. 48.) 


AR as thy Name is known, 
The World declares thy Praiſe ; 
Thy Saints, O Lord, before thy Throne, 


Their Songs of Honour raiſe. 


2 With Joy let Judah land 
'On Sion's choſen Hill, 

Proctaim the Wonders of thy Hand, 
And Counſels of thy Will. 


Let Strangers walk around 
The City where we dwell 
Compaſs and view thine holy "Ground, 
And wark the Buildi ing well. 


4 The Orders of thy Houſe, 


The Worſhip of thy Court, 
The cheartui Songs, the ſolemn Vows, 
And make a fair R-poit. 


5 How 


LY > 
5 How decent and how wiſe! 
How glorious to bebold! 
Beyond the Pomp that charms the E) es, 
And Ries adorn'd with Gold, 


6 The Gop we worſhip now 

Will guide us till we die, 
Will be our Gop while here below, 

A And ours above the Sky, 


tf. L. Me 
(Watts. E.. 50.) 


I HE GopotGlory ſends his Summons forth, 
Calls the Sou Nations, and awakes the 

North : | | 
From Eaft to Neft the ſov'reign Orders ſpread, 
Through diſtant Worlds and Regions of the Dead, 
The Trumpet ſounds; Hell trembles; Heav'n rejoices ; 
Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Voices. 


Is, 


2 No more ſhall Atheiſts mock his long Delay, 
His Vengeance flceps no more; behold the Day; 
Behold ! the Judge deſcends; his Guards ere nig 
Temrelis avd Fire attend him down the Sky. 

" #JFlen GOD appears, all Nature fhall adore him 


While Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before hims 


3 ©* Heav'a, Earth, and Hell, draw near; let all 
'Tnings come, = 
To hear my ſuſtice, and the Sinners Doom; | 
* But gather firſt niy Saints; [the Judge com- | 
mands 3 | 
“ Bring them, xe Angels, from their diſtant 
Lands, - 
hen Chrift returns, wake eu ry chearful Paſſion ; 
And ſhoat, ye Saints, he comes for your Salvation. 


» 
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4 © B-hold my Cov'nant ſtands for ever good, 
6“ Seal'd by th' eternal Sacrifice in Blood, 
„ And ſign'd with all their Names; the Greek, 
the Jew, 
© That paid the ancient Worſhip or the new. 
There's no Diſtinction here, join all your Ve vices, 
And raiſe your Heads, ye Saints, for Heav'n rejoices. 


5 „Here, (faith the Lord, ) ye Angels, ſpread their 
Thrones, | 
„And ncar me ſeat my Fav'rites and my Sons. 
Come, my Redeem'd, poſlets the Joys prepar'd 
„ Ere Time began, tis your divine Reward. 
When Chrift returns, wake ev 'ry chearful Paſſion ; 
And jiout, ye Saints, he comes for your Salvation. 


ww CA © 
(Watts. Eſ. 89.) 


I LEST are the Souls that hear and know 
The Goſpel's joyfui Sound; 
Peace Hall attend the Path they ga, 
Ang Light their Steps ſurround. 


2 Tbeir Joy ſhall bear their Spiriss up, 

T hrough their Redeemer's Name; 

His Righteouſneis exalts their Hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 


3 The Lord, our Glory and Detence, 
Strength and Salvation gives: 
Iſr'el, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy Gov for ever lives. 


14. . . 
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13. L. M. 
(Matis. Hf. 92.) 


WEET is the Work, my Gop, my King, 
To praiſe thy Name, give Thanks and ſing; 
To ſhew thy Love by Morning: light, 
And talk of all thy "I ruth at Night. 


Sweet is the Day of ſacred Reſt, 

No mortal Care ſhall ſeize my Breaſt; 
O may my Heart in Tune be found, 
Like David's Harp of ſolemn ſound! 


My Heart ſnall triumph in my Lord, 

And bleſs his Works, and bleſs bis Word 
Thy Works of Grace, how bright they th ne! 
How deep thy Countels! how divine! 


Fools never raiſe their Thoughts ſo high; 
Like Bruies they live, like Brutes tbey die 
Like Graſs they flouriſh, till thy Breath 
P'ait them in everlating Death. 


But I ſhall ſhare a glorious Part 

When Grace hath well refin'd my Heart, 
And freſh Sepplies of Joy are ſhed, 

Like holy Oil, to chear my Head. 


Sin (my worſt Enemy beſo: e) 

Shall vex my Eyes and Ears no more; 
My inward Foes ſhall all be Hain, ©. 
Nor Satan breok my Peace again. 


Then ſhall I ice, and hear, an i know, 
All I defy" or Will'd below; 

And ev'ry Pow'r ud ſweet Employ 
In that eternal World of Joy. 


B 6 14. C. 11. 
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14. C. N. 
(Watts. FE. 98.) 


OY to the World; the Lord is come; 
Let Earth receive her King; 
Let ev'rv Heart prepare him Room, 
And Heav'n and Nature ling. 


2 J»y to the Earth, the Saviour reigns; 
Let Men their Songs employ ; 


While Fields and Floods, Rocks, Hills, and Plaine, 
Repeat the ſounding. Joy. 


3 No more let Sins and Sorrous grow, 


Nor Thorne infeſt the Ground; 
He comes to make his Blethnys flow 
Far as the Curſe 1s. found. 


He rules the Wortd with Truth and Grace, 
And makes the Nations prove 

The Glories of his Rightevuſnels, 
And Wonders of his Love. 


„ CM 
(Watts. Pf, 102.) 


ET 7.1on and her Sons rejoice, 
Behoid the promis'd Hour: 
Her Gop haih heard her mourning Voice, 
And comes t' exalt his Pod 'r. 


2 Her Duſt and Ruins that remain 
Are precious in our Eyes: 
Thoſe Ruins ſhall be built again, 
And all that Duſt Hall rife, 
73. The 
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3 The Lord will raiſe Jeruſalem, 
| And ſtand in Glory there; 
Nations ſhall bow betore his Name, 
And Kings attend with Fear. 


4 He fits a Sov'reign on his Throne, 
With Fity in his Eyes: 
He hears the dying Pris'ners Groan, 
And ſees their Sighs ariſe. 


5 He frees the Souls condemn'd to Death, 
And, when. his Saints complain, 
It ſnan't be ſaid, That praving Breath 
“Was ever ſpent in vain.” 


This ſhall be known when we are dead, 
And left on long Record, 
That Ages yet unborn may read, 
And trult, and praiſe the Lord. 


: - {att Plc 117) 
1 FDROM all that dwell below the Skies, 
Let the Creator's Pratiſe ariſe : 


Let the Redeemer's Name be ſung, 
Through ev'ry Land, by. ev'ry Tongue. 


2 Eternal are thy Mercies, Lord; 
Eternal Truth attends thy Wo:q: 
Thy Praiſe ſhall ſound from Shore to. Shore, 
Fill Suns ſhall rife and ſet no more, 


a 


17. C. NM. 
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17. C. M. 
(Watts. P/. 118.) 


I HIS is the Day the Lord hath made, 
He calis the Hours his own ; 
Let Heav'n rejoice, let Earth be glad, 
And Praiſe ſurround the Throne. 


2 To-day he roſe and left the Dead, 
And Satan's Empire fell; 
To day the Saints his Triumph ſpread, 
And all his Wonders tell, 


3 Hoſanna to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son: 
Help us, O Lord; deſcend and bring 
Salvation trum thy 1 hrone, 


4 Blcſt be the Lord who comes to Men 
With Meſſages of Grace; 
Who comes, in Gop his Father's Name, 
To fave our ſinful Race, 1 


Hoſanna in the higheſt Strains 
Ihe Church on Earth can raiſe; \ 
The higheſt Heav'ns in which he reigns 
Shall give him nobler Praiſe, 


18. EX NV. 
(Watts. Pf. 119.) 


1 SR I bave made thy Word my Choice, 


y laſting Heritage: 
There ſhall my nobleſt Pow'rs rejoice, 
My warmeſt Thoughts engage. 
2 III 


(rs ) 

- PII read the Hiſt'ries of thy Love, 
And keep thy Laws in fight, 

Woile through the Promiſes I rove 


With ever-treſh Delight. 


Tis a broad Lana of Wealth unknown, 
Where Springs of Lite ariſe, 

Seeds of immortal Bliſs are ſown, 
And hidden Glory lies. 


The beſt Relief that Mourners have, 
It makes our Sorrows bleſt ; 

Our faireſt Help beyond the Grave, 
And cur eternal Reit, 


19. L. NM. 
(Watts, Es. 121.) 


P to the Hills I lift mine Eyes, 
Th' eternal Hills beyond the Skies; 
Thence all her Hope my Soul derives; 
There my Alm'ghty Refuge lives, 


He lives, the everlaſting Gop, 

That built the World, that ſpread the Flood; 
The Heav*ns with all their Hoſts he made, 
And the dark Regions of the Dead, 


He guides our Feet, he guards our Way: 
His Morning Smiles bleſs all the Day; 
He ſpreads the Ev'ning Veil, and keeps 
The ſilent Hours while Iſr'el ſleeps. 


4 Iſr'el, a Name divinely bleſt, 

May riſe ſecure, ſecurely reit ; 
Thy holy Guardian's waketul Eyes 
Admit no Slumber nor Surprize. 


5 No 


5 


4-236 -} 


No Sun ſhall ſmite thy Head by Day, 
Nor the pale Moon with ſickly Kay 
Shall blaſt thy Couch; no baleful Star 
Dart his malignant Fire fo far. 


Should Earth and Hell with Malice burn, 
St I thou ſhalt go, and ſtill return, 

Safe in the Lord; his heav'vly Care 
Detends thy Life from ev' iy Suare. 


On thee foul Spirits have no Pow'r; 
And, in thy laſt departing Hour, 
Angels that trace the airy Road 

Shall bear thee homeward to thy Gop. 


20. P. AT, 
„ 


OW pleas'd and bleſt was J, 
To hear the People cry, 
& Come, let us ſeek our GOD to-day !* 
Yes, with a cheartul Zeal 
We haſte to Zion's Hill, 


And there our Vows and Honours pay, 


Zion, thrice happy Place! 
Adorn'd with wond'rous Grace, 

And Walls oi Strength embrace thee roand, 
In thee our Tribes appear, 
To pray, and praiſe, and hear 


The ſacred Goſpel's joyful Sound. 
3 There David's greater Son 


Has fix'd his Royal Throne, 


He fits for Grace and Judgement there; 


\ 


22 9 
He bids the Saint be glad, 


'He makes the Sinner ſad, 
And humble Souis rejoice with Fear. 


4 May Peace attend thy Gate, 
And Joy within thee wait, 

To bleis the Soul of ev'ry Gueſt; 
The Man that ſceks thy Peace, 
And wiſhes thine Increaſe, 

A thouſand” Bleſſings on him reſt! 


s My Tongue repeats her Vows, 
„ Peace to this ſacred Houſe !” 
For there my Friends and Kindied-dwell;; 
And, ſince my glorious Gop 
M. kes thee his beſt Abode, 
My Soul ſhall ever love thee well. 


ar, C. M. 
(Watts, P. 126.) 


I T7 HEN Gon reveal'd his gracious Name, 
And chang'd my mouryful State, 
My Rap: ure ſeem'd a pleaſing Dream, 
The Grace appear'd ſo great. 


2 The World beheld the glorious Change, 
And aid thy Hand conteſs; 
My Tongue broke out in unknown Strains, 
And ſang ſurprizing Grace. 


3 © Great is the Mor“ my Neighbours cry'd, 
And own'd the Pow'r divine; 

* Great is the Work,” my Heart teply'd, . 
And be-the Glory. thine,” 


4 The 
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4 The Lord can clear the darkeſt Skies, 
Can pive us Day tor Night; 
Make Drops of facred Sorrow riſe 
To Rivers of Delight, 


5 Let thoſe that ſow in Sadneſs wait 
Till the fair Harveſt come, | 
They ſhall conteis their Sheaves are great, 
And ſhout the Bleſſings home. 


6 Though Seed lie buried long in Duſt, 
It an't deceive their Hope! 

The prerious Grain can ne'er be loſt, 
For Grace inſures the Crop, 


22. C. NV. 
(Watts. Pf. 132.) 


I RISE, O King of Grace, ariſe, 
And enter io thy Ret, 
Lo! thy Church waits with longing Eyes 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt, 


2 Euter with all thy glorious Train, 
Thy Spirit and thy Word; 

All that the Ark did once contain 
Could no ſuch Grace afford. 


3 Here, mighty Gov, accept our Vows, = 
Here let thy Praiſe be ſpread; 
Bleſs the Proviſions of thy Houle, 
And fill thy Poor with Bread. 


4 Here let the Son of David reign, 
Let Gop's Anointed ſhine ; 
Juſtice and Truth his Court maintain 
With Love and Pow'r divine. | 
5 Here 


10 


s Here let him hold a laſting Throne, 
And, as his Kingdom grows. 
Freſh Honours ſhall adorn his Crown, 
And Shame confound his Foes, 


23. L. N. 
(Watts. H.. 136.) 


7 IVE to our Gop immortal Praiſe! 
Mercy and Truth are all his Ways: 
Wonders of Grace to GOD belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


2 Give to the Lord of Lords Renown, 
The King of Kings with Glory crown : 
His Mercies ever fhall endure, 
When Lords and Kings are known 20 more. 


3 He built the Earih, he ſpread the Sky, 
And ſix'd the ſtarry Lights on + wy 
Mondlers of Grace to GOD belong 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


4 He fills the Sun with Morning light, 
He bids the Moon direct the Night: 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 
When Suns and Moon tha!l ſhine no more. 


s The Jews he freed from Pharaoh's Hand, 
And brought them to the promis'd Ladd: 
Wonders of Grace to GOD belong, 


Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


6 He ſaw the Gentiles dead in Sin, 
And felt his Pity work within: 

His Mercies ever fall ” ny 
hen Death and Sin ſhall reign uo more. 


7 He 


f 


7 He ſent his Son with Pow'r to ſave, 
Frem Guilt, and Darkne's, and the Grave-: 
Wonders of Grace 1 G05 belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


8 Through this vain World he guides our Feet, 
And leads us to his heav'nly Seat: 1 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 
Nen this vain World ſhall be no more. 


24. . . 
(Watts. Pf. 139.) 


I || ORD, thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me thro'; 
. Thine Eye commands with piercing View 
My riſing and my reſting Hours, 
My Heart and Fleſh, with all their Pow'rs. 


2 My Thoughts, before they are my own, 
Are to my Gop diſtinctly known ; 
He knows the Words I mean to {peak, 4 
Ere from my op'ning Lips they. break, 


3 Within thy circling Pow'r I ſtand ; 
On ev'ry Side I find thy Hand: 
Awake, aſleep, at home, abroad, : 
] am ſurrounded ſtill with Gop. 


4 Amazing Knowledge, vaſt and grea:! 
What large Extem! what lofty Height! 
M. Soul, with all the Pou'rs I boait, 
15 in the boundleſs Proſpect loft, 


5 O may theſe Thoughts poſſeſs my B. caſt, 


Wiere er [ rove, where'er I re! 
or let my weaker Paſſions dare 
«Conſent to Sin, for GOD is there. 


VI 


25» > NV. 


20% Le M. 


(Watts. E/. 1 39.) 


1 > WAS from thy Hand, my God, I came, 
A Work of {ſuch a curious Frame; 
In me thy feartul Wonders thine, 
And each proclaims thy Skill divine. 


2 Thine Eyes did all my Limbs ſurvey, 
Which yet in aark Contuſion lay; 
Thou ſaw' ſt the daily Growth they took, 
Form'd by the Model of thy Book. 


By Thee my growing Parts were nam'd, 

And what thy ſov'reign Counſeis fram'd 

(The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart) 
Was copy'd with unerring Art. 


3. 
WI 


4 At laſt, to ſhew my Maker's Name, 
Gop ſtamp'd his Image on my Frame, 
And in ſome unknown Moment join'd 
The finiſh'd Members to the Mind. 


5 There the young Seeds of Thought began, 
And all the Paſſions of the Man: 


Great Gop, our Infant Nature pays 
Immortal Tribute to thy Praiſe. 


26. P. M. 
(Watts, Hf. 146.) 


7 1 praiſe my Maker with my Breath: 
And, when my Voice is loſt in Death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs: 


- 
®* 


» 


( 22 }) 
My Days of Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While Life, and Thought, and Being laſt, 
Or Immortality endures. . 


2 Why ſhould I make-a Man my Truſt ? 
Princes muſt die, and turn to Duſt: 

Voein is the Help of Fleſh and Blood: 
Their Breath departs, their Pomp, and Pow'r, 
And Thoughts, all vaniſh in an Hour, 

Nor can they make their Promiſe good. 


3 Happy the Man whoſe Hopes rely 
On Iir'el's Gop ; He made the Sky, 
And Earth, and Seas, with all their Train ; 
His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure: 
He ſaves th' Oppreſt, he feeds the Poor, 
And none ſhall find his Promiſe vain, 


4 The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind: 
The Lord ſupports the finking Mind; 
He tends the lab*ring Conſcience Peace ; 
He heips the Stranger in Diſtreſs, 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs, 
And grants the Pris'ner ſweet Releaſe, 


5 He loves his Saints, he knows them well, 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell; 
Thy Gop, O Zion, ever reigns ; 
Let ev'ry Tongue, let ev'ry Age, 
In this exalted Work engage; 
Praiſe him in everlaſting Strains. 


6 I'll praiſe him while he lends me Breath, 
And, when my Voice is loſt in Death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs ; 
My Days of Praile ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While Life, and Thought, and Bcing, laſt, 


Or Immortality endures. 
2 27. S. M. 
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27. S. M. 
(Watts. Pſ. 148.) 


1 ET ev'ry Creature join 
To praiſe th' eternal God; 
Ye heav'nly Hoſts, the Song begin, | 
And ſound his Name abroad, | 


2 Thou Sun with golden Beams, 
And Moon with paler Rays, 
Ye ſtarry Lights, ye twinkling Flames, 
Shine to your Maker's Praiſe. 


3 He built thoſe Worlds above, 
And fx'd their wond'rous Frame; 
By his Command they ſtand or move, 
And ever ſpeak his Name. 


4 Ye Vapours, when ye riſe, 
Or fall in Show'rs or Snow, 
Ye Thunders, murm'ring round the Sui 
His Pow'r and Glory ſhew. 


5 Wind, Hail, and flaſhing Fire, 
Agree 0 praiſe the Lord, 
When ye in dreadful Storms conſpire 
To execute his Word. 


6 By all his Works above 
His Honours be expreſt; 
But Saints, that taſte his ſaving Love, 
Should fing his Praiſes belt, 


28. C. M. 
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28. C. M. 
(Watts. P/. 150.) 


His Grace he there reveals; 
To Heav'n your Joy and Wonder raiſe, 
For there his Glory dwells, 


2 Let all your ſacred Paſſions move, 
While you rehearſe his Deeds; 
But the great Work of ſaving Love 

Your higheſt Praiſe exceeds, 


All, that have Motion, Life, and Breath, 
Prochim your Maker bleſt; 
Yet, when my Voice expires in Death, 


My Soul ſhall praiſe him belt. 


29. 4 M, 


N God's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe, 


227 
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29. C. M. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 1.) 


EHOLD the Glories of the Lamh 
* Amidſt his Father's Throne: 

Prepare new Honours for his Name, 
And Songs betore unknown, 


* 


2 Let Elders worſhip at his Feet, 
Tne Church adore around, 


With Vials full of Odour: ſiveet, 
And Harps of ſweeter Seuud, 


3 Thoſe are the Prayers of the Saints, 
And theſe the Hymns they raiſe: 
JEs us is kind to our Complaints, 
He loves to hear our Praiſe, 


4 Eternal Father, who ſhall look 
Into thy ſecret Will? 
Who but the Son ſhall take that Book 


And Open ev'ry Seal ? 


5 He (hall fulfil thy great Decrees, 
The Son deſerves it welt; 
Lo, in his Hand the ſov'rezpn Keys 
Of Heav'o, and Death, and Hell! 


6 Now to the Lamb that once was {lain 
Be endleſs Bleſſings paid; 
Salvation, Glory, Joy remain 
For ever on thy Head, 


7 Thou haſt redeem'd our Souls with Blood, 
Halt let the Pris'ners free; 
— Haſt made us Kings and Prieſts to Goo, 
. And we ſhall reign with thee, 


3 The 


( 26 ) 
'8 The Worlds of Nature and of Grace 
Are put beneath thy Pow'r; 
Then ſhorten theſe delaying Days, 
And bring the promis'd Hour, 


30 C. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 5.) 


* AK ED as from the Earth we came, 
And crept to Life at firſt; 
We to the Earth return again, 
And mingle with our Duſt. 


2 The dear Delights we here enjoy, 
And fondly call our own, | 
Are but ſhort Favours borrow'd now, 
To be repaid anon, | 


3 Tis Gop that lifts our Comforts high, 
Or ſinks them in the Grave; 
He gives, and (bleſſed be his Name!) 
He takes but what he gave. 


4 Peace, all our angry Paſſions then! 
Let each rebellious Sigh 
Be ſilent at his ſov'reign Will, 
And ev'ry Murmur die. 


5 If ſmiling Mercy crown our Lives, 
Its Praiſes ſhall be ſpread, 
And we'll adore the Juſtice too 
That ſtrikes ourComforts dead, 


31. C. M. 


M. 
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3 1. 5 N. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 8.) 


1 T OW honourable is the Place 
| Where we adoring ſtand ; 
Zion, the Glory of the Earth, 

And Beauty of ihe Land! 


2 Bulwarks of mighty Grace defnd 
The City where we dwell; 
The Walls, of ſtrong Salvation made, 
Defy th' Aſſaults of Hall. 


3 Lift up the everlaſting Gates, 
The Doors wide open fling; 
Enter, ye Nations that obey 
The Statutes of our King. 


4 Here ſhall you taſte unn ingled Joys, 
And live in peric& Peace; 
You that have known IEHOVAAUH's Name, 
And ventur'd on his Grace, 


5 Truſt in the Loxp, for ever truſt, 
And baniſh all your Fears; 
Strength in the LoRDIEHOVAAH dwells, 
Eternal as his Years, 


6 What though the Rebels dwell on high, 
His Arm ſhall bring them low: 
Low as the Caverns of the Grave 
Their lofty Heads ſhall bow. 


7 On Babylon our Feet ſhall tread 
In that rejoicing Hour; 
The Ruins of her Walls ſhall ſpread 
A Pavement for the Poor. 


C 2 32. S. N. 
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32. S. NV. 
(FO aits. Hymn I. 10.) 


1 OW beauteous are their Feet | 
Who ftand on Zion's Hill ; / 
Who bring Salvation on their Tongues, 
And Words of Peace reveal ! 


2 How charming is their Voice! 
How ſweet the Tidings are! 
% Zion, behold thy Saviour-King, 
He reigns and triumphs here,” 


3 How happy are our Fars 
That hear this joy ful Sound, 
Which Kings and Prophets waited for, 
And ſought, but never found! 


How bleſſed are our Eyes 
That ſee this heav'nly Light! 
Prophets and Kings defir'd it long, 
But dy'd without the Sight. 


| s The Watchmen join their Voice, 
And tuneful Notes employ ; 
Jeruſalem breaks torth in Songs, 
And Deſerts learn the Joy. 


6 The Lorp makes bare his Arm 
Through all the Earth abroad : 
Let ev'ry Nation now behold 
Their Saviour and their God. : 


2 33. 6 NAV. 


TI 3 
33. C. NV. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 12.) 


x JESUS, the Man of conſtant grief, 
A Mourner all his Days; 
5 His Spirit once rejoic'd aloud, 
And turn'd his ſoy to Praiſe : 


2 Father, I thank thy wond'rous Love, 
„That hath reveal'd thy Son | 
& To Men unlearned; and to Babes 
“Has made thy Goſpel known. 


3 © The Myſt'ries of redeeming Grace 
Are hidden from the Wiſe: 
& While Pride and carnal Reas'nings join 
To ſwell and blind their Eyes.“ 


4 Thus doth the Loꝝx p of Heav'n and Earth 
His great Decrees fulfil, 
And orders all his Works of Grace 
By his own ſov'reign Will. 
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34. L. A. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 14.) 


HO ſhall the Log p's Ele& condemn ? 
' *Tis Gob that juſtifies their Souls, 
And Mercy, like a mighty Stream, 

O'er all their Sins divinely rolls. 


2 Who ſhall adjudge the Saints to Hell? 
"Tis CarrsT that ſuffer'd in their Stead ; 
And, the Salvation to fulfil, 

Behold him riſing from the Dead! 
C 3 3 He 
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3 He lives! he lives, and ſits above, 
For ever interceding there : 

Who ſhall divide us from his Love ? 
Or what ſhould tempt us to deſpair ? 


4 Shall Perſecution, or Diſtreſs, 


ol 


Famine, or Sword, or Nakedneſs? 
He that bath lov'd us bears us through, 
And makes us more than Conqu'rors too. 


5 Faith hath an overcoming Pow'r, 

It triumphs in the dying Hour: 
CHRIST is our Lite, our Joy, our Hope; 
Nor can we fink with ſuch a Prop. 


6 Not all that Men cn Earth can do, 

Nor Pow'rs on high, nor Pow'rs below, 
Shall cauſe his Mercy to remove, 

Or wean our Hearts from CHRIST our Love. 


35. CM 
(Watts. Hymn I. 17.) 


I () FOR an overcoming Faith 
To chear my dying Hours, 
To triumph o'er the Monſter, Death, 
And all his frightful Pow'rs! 


2 Joyful, with all the Strength I have, 
My quiv*ring Lips ſhould ſing, 

„% Where 1s thy boaſted Vict'ry, Grave; 
And where the Monſter's Sting?“ 


3 If Sin be pardon'd, I'm ſecure 
Death hath no Sting beſide: 

The Law gives Sin its damring Pow'r ; 
But Carisr, my Ranſom, dy'd. 


4 Now 


1 
4 Now to the Gop of Victory 
Immortal Thanks be paid, 
Who makes us Conqu'rors while we die 
Through CHRIS our living Head. 


36. C. M. 
(Watts, Hymn J. 20.) 


'T \ WAKE my Heart, ariſe my Tongue, 
| Prepare a tuneful Voice, | 
In Gop, the Life of all my Joys, | 

Aloud will I rejoice. 


2 Tis he adorn'd my naked Soul, 
And made Salvation mine; 
Upon a poor polluted Worm 
He makes his Graces ſhine. - 


3 And, leſt the Shadow of a Spot 
Should on my Soul be found, 
He took the Robe the Saviour wrought, 
And caſt it all around. 


4 How far the heav*nly Robe exceeds 
What earthly Princes wear ! 
Theſe Ornaments, how bright they ſhine! 
How white the Garments are ! 
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5 The Spirit wrought my Faith and Love, 
And Hope, and ev'ry Grace: 
But JEsvus ſpent his Life, to work 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs, 


6 Strangely, my Soul, art thou array'd 
By the great ſacred Three! 
In ſweeteſt Harmony of Praiſe 
Let all thy Pow'rs agree. 
V7 f i E + 37. L. N. 
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37. L. M. 
(Waits, Hymn I. 25. 


LE mortal Vanities begone, 


Nor teinpt my Eyes, nor tire my Ears 
Behoid amidit th? eternal Throne 


A Vinton of the Lamb appears, 


— 


e 


Glory his fleecy Robe adorns, 

Mark'd with the bloody Death he bore; 
Sev'n are his Eyes, and ſev'n his Horns, 
To ſpeak his Wiſdom and his Pow'r. 


Lo, he receives a ſealed Book 

From Him that ſits upon the Throne; 
JEsus, my Log p, prevails to look 

On dark Decrees, and Things unknown. 


WI 


4 All the aſſembling Saints around 
Fall u orſhipping betore the Lamb, 
And, in new Songs of Goſpel wand, 
A:idreſs their Honours to his Name, 


5 The Joy, the Shout, the Harmony, 
Flies ver the everlaſting Hills, 
% Worthy art thou alone,“ they cry, 


oh To read the Book, to looſe the veals,* 1 


| © Our Voices join the heav*nly Strain, 
| And with tranſporting Pleaſure ſtag, 
| © Worthy the Lamb, that once was "Dain, 


© To be our Teacher, and our King!“ 


7 His Words of Prophecy reveal 
Eternal Counlels, deep Deſigns ; 
His Grace and Vengeance ſhall fulfil 
The peaceful and the dreadful Lines: 
8 Thou 


27 Ip! 

8 Thou haſt redeem'd our Souls from Hell 
With thine invaluable Blood; 

And Wretches that did once rebel 

Are now made Fav'rites of their God, 


Worthy for ever is the Log p 

That dy'd for Treaſons not his own, 
By ev'ry Tongue to be ador'd, 

And dwell upon his Father's Throne! 


38. C. M. 
Matis. Hymn I. 26.) 


1 LESS'D be the everlaſting God, 
The Father of our Lox p; 
Be tis abounding Mercy prais'd, 


Iis Majeſty ador'd. 


2 When from the Dead he rais'd his: Son, 
And call'd him to the Sky, 
He gave vur Souls a lively Hope, 
That they ſhould never die. 


3 What though our inbred Sis require 
Our Fleſh to fee the Duſt, 
Yet as the Lorp our Saviour roſe, 


TY So all his Fellows muſt, 


4 There's an Inheritance Divine 
Reſerv'd againſt that Day: 
"Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd, 
And cannot fade away. 


5 Saints, by the Pow'r of Gop, are kept 
Till the Salvation come; RG 
We walk by Faith, as Strangers here, 
Till CHATSsT ſhall call us Home. 


Y | 893 39. L. M. 
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39. L. N. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 43.) 


I DAM, our Father and our Head, 
Tranſgreſs'd, and Juſtice doom'd us dead. 

The fiery Law ſpeaks al! Deſpair, 
There's no Reprieve nor Pardon there. 


2 But, O unutterable Grace! 
The Son of Gop takes Adam's Place, 
Down to our World the Saviour flies, 
Stretches his naked Arms, and dies. 


VI 


3 Tuſtice was pleas'd to bruiſe the Gon, 
And pay its Wrongs with heav'nly Blood : 
What unknown Racks and Pangs he bore ! 
Then roſe; the Law could aſk no more, 


4 Amazing Work! look down, ye Skies, 
Wonder and gaze with all your Eyes ; 
Ye Saints below, and Saints above, 
All bow to this myſterious Love. 


5 Lo! they adore th' incarnate Son, 

And ſing the Glories he hath won: 

Sing how he broke our iron Chains, 
How deep he ſunk, how high he reigns, 


6 Triumph and reign, victorious Logp, 
By al! the flaming Hoſts ador'd ! 
And ſay, dear Conqu*ror ſay, how long, 
Ere we ſhall riſe to join their Song, 


40. L. M. 
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40. L. M. 
(Watts, im l. 44.) 


1 E dies! the Friend of Sinners dies! 
Lo Salem's Daughters weep around, 
A ſolemn Darkneſs veils the Skies, 
A ſudaen trembling ſhakes the Ground. 
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2 Come, Saints, and drop a Tear or two, 
For him who groan'd beneath your Load: 
He ſhed a thouſand Drops for you, 

A thouſand Drops of richer Blood, 


3 Here's Love and Grief beyond Degree, 
The Loxrv of Glory dies for Men! 
But lo! what ſudden Joys we ſee, 
JEsus the Dead revives again! 


4 The riſing Gop forſakes the Tomb! 
The Tomb in vain forbids his Riſe ; 
Cherubic Legions guard him Home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the Skies. 


— 


5 Break off your Tears, ye Saints, and tell, 
How high our great Deliv'rer reigns; 

Sing how he ſpoil'd the Hoſts of Hell, 

And led the Monſter Death in Chains! 


6 Say, * Live for ever, wond'rous King ! 
«© Born to redeem, and ſtrong to fave ;?” 
Then aſk the Monſter, © Where's thy Sting ??? 
And, Where's thy Victory, boaſting Grave?“ 


C 6 41. L. AG 
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41. L. N. 
(Waits, Hymn I. 48.9 


I WAK our Souls, (away our Fears, 


Let ev'ry trembling Thought be gone :) 


Awake, and run the heav'nly Race, 
And put a chearful Courage on, 


2 True, 'tis a ſtrait and thorny Road, 
And mortal Spirits tire and faint ; 
But they forget the mighty Gop, 
That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Saint. 


3 The mighty God, whoſe matchleſs Pow'r 
Is ever new, and ever young, 

And firm endures, while endleſs Years 
Their everlaſting Circles run. 


4 From thee, the overflowing Spring, 
Our Souls ſhall drink a freſh Supply; 
While ſuch as truſt their native Strength 
Shall melt away, and droop and die. 


5 Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air, 
We'll mount aloft to thine Abode; 
On Wings of Love our Souls ſhall flie, 
Nor tire amidſt the heav'nly Road. 


42. S. M. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 5 1.) 


I O God, the only wiſe, 
Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the Saints below the Skies 
Their humble Praiſes bring. 


2 Tis 


C 8 

2 *Tis his Almighty Love, 
His Counſel and his Care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from Sin and Death, 
And ev'ry hurtful Snare. 


3 He will preſent our Souls, 
Unblemiſh'd and complete, 
Before the Glory of his Face, 

With Joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen Seed 

Shall meet around the Throne, 
Shall bleſs the Conduct of his Grace, 

And make bis Wonders known. - 


5 To our Redeemer, Gop, 
Wiſdom and Power belongs, 
Immortal Crowns of Majeſty, 


And everlaſting Songs, 


43. L. A. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 54.) 


1 TESUS, we bleſs thy Father's Name; 
Thy Gop and ours are both the fame z 
What heav'nly Bleſſings from his Throne 
Flow down to Sinners, through his Son ! 


2 „Curse be my firſt EleQ,” he ſaid; 
Then choſe our Souls in Cyr 1sT, our Head: 
Before he gave the Mountains Birth, 
Or laid Foundations for the Earth. 


3 Thus did eternal Love begin 
To raiſe us up from Death and Sin; 
Our Characters were then decreed, 
„ Blameleſs in Love, a holy Seed.“ 


Lis 4 Pre- 
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| - 4 Predeſlinated to be Sons, 

| Born by Degrees, but choſe at once ; 
A new regenerated Race, | 
To praiſe the Glory of his Grace, 
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With Carisr, our Lord, we ſhare our Part 
In the Affections of his Heart: 

Nor ſhall our Souls be thence remov'd, 
Till he forgets his firſt belov'd. 


44. C. M. 
(Watts, Ems I. 56.) 


I E fing the Glories of thy Love, 
We ſound thy dreadful Name; 3 
The Chriſtian Church unites the Songs 
Of Moſes and the Lamb. 


2 Great GoD, how wond'rous are thy Works 
Of Vengeance, and of Grace! 4 
Thou King of Saints, Almighty Loxp, 
How juſt and true thy Ways! 


3 Who dares refuſe to fear thy Name, 
Or worſhip at thy Throne! 5 
Thy Judgements ſpeak thine Holineſs 
Through all the Nations known, 


4 Great Babylon, that rules the Earth, 
Drunk with the Martyrs Blood, 
Her Crimes ſhall ſpeedily awake 
The Fury of our Gop. 


5 The Cup of Wrath is ready mix'd ; 
And ſhe muſt drink the Dregs 
Strong is the Lord, her ſov'reign Judge, 


And ſhall fulfil the Plagues. 
45, C. M. 
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45. c. Ms 
(Watts. Hymn I. 62.) 


I OME, let us join our chearful Songs 
With Angels round the Throne ; 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tongues, 
But all their Joys are one. 


2 * Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
© To be exalted thus??? 
„ Worthy the Lamb,“ our Lips reply, 
& For he was ſlain for us.“ 


3 Jasus is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r Divine; 
And Bleſſings, more than we can give, 
Be, Lok D, for ever thine, 


4 Let all that dell above the Sky, 
And Air, and Earth, and Seas, 
Conſpire to lift thy Glories high, 
And ſpeak thine endlets Praiſe, 


5 Let all Creation join in one 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 
Of him that firs upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


46. S. M. 
(Watts. Hymn 1. 64.) 


EHOLD what wond'rous Grace 
The Father has beſtow'd 
On Sinners ot a mortal Race, 


To call them Sons of Gop! 


1 


2 Tis 
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2 Tis no ſurprizing Thing, 
That we ſhould be unknown ; 


The Jewiſh World knew not their Ring, 
God's everlaiting Son: 


3 Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we muſt be made, 
But, when we ſee our Saviour here, 


We all be like our Head. 


4 A Hope ſo much divine 
May Trials well endure, 
May purge our Souls from Senſe and Sin, 
As CuRisr, the Lord, is pure, 


5 If in my Father's Love 
] ſhare a filial Fart, 

Send down thy Spirit like a Dove 
To reſt upon my Heart. 


6 We would no longer lie, 
Like Slaves, beneath the Throne ; 
My Faith mall Abba, Father, cry, 
And thou the Kindred own. 


47. L. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 65.9 


ET the ſev'nth Angel ſound on high, 

Let Shouts be heard through all the Sky; 
Kings of the Larth, with glad Accord, 
Give up your Kingdoms to the Lon, 


2 Almighty Gon, thy Pow'r aſſume, 
Who waſt, and art, and art to come; 
IEsus, the Lamb who once was flain, 
For ever live, for ever reign! 


3 The 


I's 


The 
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3 The angry Nations fret and roar, 
That they can ſlay the Saints no more; 
On Wings of Vengeance flies our Gopb, 
To pay the long Arrears of Blood, 


4 Now muſt the riſing Dead appear; 
Now the deciſive Sentence hear ; 
Now the dear Martyrs of the LoxD 
Receive an infinite Reward, 


48. L. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 81.) 


* 
I Y Gop, how endleſs is thy Love! 
Thy Gifts are ev'ry Ev'ning news 
And Morning Mercies from above 
Gently diſtil like early Dew, 


2 Thou ſpread'ſt the Curtains of the Night, 
Great Guardian of my ſleeping Hours; 
Thy ſov'reign Word reſtores the Light, 
And quickens all my drowſy Pow'rs. 


3 I yield my Pow'rs to thy Command ; 
To thee I conſecrate my Days; - 
Perpetual Bleſfings from thine Hand 
Demand perpetual Songs of Praiſe. 


49. C. M. 
(W atts. Hymn I. 83.) 


I OT from the Duſt Affliction grows, 
Nor Troubles riſe by Chance; 
Yet we are born to Cares and Woes ; - 
A (ad Inheritance! 
3A 
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2 As Sparks break out from burning Coals,. 
And ſtill are upwards borne : 
So Grief is rooted in our Souls, 
And Man grows up to mourn : 


3 Yet with my Gop I leave my Cauſe, 
And truſt his promis'd Grace: 
He rules me by his well-known Laws 
Of Love and Righteouſneſs. 


4 Not all the Pains that e'er I bore 
Shall ſpoil my future Peace : 
For, Death and Hell can do no more 
Than what my Father pleaſe. 


50. C. NH. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 94) 


I AIN are che Hupes the Sons of Men 
On their own Works have built ; 
Their Hearts by Nature are unclean, 
And all their Actions Guilt. 


2 Let Jew and Gentile ſtop their Mouths, 
Without a murm'ring Word, 
And the whole Race of Adam ſtand 
Guilty before the LoRD. 


3 In vain we aſk God's righteous Law 
To juſtify us now, 
Since to convince, and.to condemn, 
Is all the Law can do. 


4 JEsvs, how glorious is thy Grace! 
When in thy Name we truſt, 
Our Faith receives a Righteouſneſs 
That makes the Sinner juſt, 


51. C. AM. 
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cr, C. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 96.) 


[ Bb few among the carnal Wiſe, 
h But few of noble Race, 
Obtain the Favour of thine Eyes, 
Almighty King of Grace! 


2 He takes the Men of meaneſt Name 
For Sons and Heirs of Gop; 
And thus he pours abundant Shame 
On honourable Blood. 


3 He calls the Fool, and makes him know 
The Myſt'ries of his Grace, 
To bring aſpiring Wiſdom low, 
And all its Pride abaſe. 


4 Nature has all its Glories loſt, 
When brought before his Throne, 
No Fleſh ſhall in his Preſence boaſt, 
But in the Lok p alone. 


r 


82. I. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 101.) 


I HO can deſcribe the Joys that riſe 
* y Through all the Courts of Paradiſe, 


To ſee a Prodigal return, 


To ſee an Heir of Glory born ? 


2 With Joy the Father doth approve 
The Fruit of his eternal Love; 
The Son with Joy looks down, and ſees 
The purchaſe of his Agonies. 
| 3 The 


Af. 
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3 The Spirit takes Delight to view 
The holy Soul he form'd anew ! 
And Saints and Angels join to ſing 

1 he growing * of their King. 


b. he Bhs 
(Watts. Hymn I. 1024) 


LESS'D are the humble Souls that ſee 
Their Emptineſs and Poverty : 

Treaſures of Grace to them are giv'n, 

And crowns of Joy laid up in Heav'n, 


2 Bleſs'd are the Men of broken Heart, 
Who mourn for Sin with inward ſmart ; 
The Blood of Cur ISTH divinely flows, 
A healing Balm for all their Woes. 


3 Bleſs'd are the Meek, who ſtand afar 
From Rage and Paſſion, Noiſe and War; 
Gon will ſecure their happy State, 

And plead their Cauſe againft the Great, 


4 Bleſs'd are the Souls that thirſt for Grace, \ 


Hunger and long for Righteouſneſs ; 
They ſhall be well ſupply'd and fed 
' With living Streams and living Bread. 


6 Bleſs'd are the Men whoſe Bowels move 
And melt with Sympathy and Love; 
From. Cur15rT, the Lord, ſhall they obtain 
Like Sympathy and Love again. 


6 Bleſs'd are the Pure whoſe Hearts are clean 
From the defiling Pow'r of Siu; 
Wich endleſs Pleaſure they ſhall ſec 
A Gop of ſpotleſs Purity. 


7 Bleſs'd 
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7 Bleſs'd are the Men of peaceful Life, 
Who quench the Coals of growing Strife; 
They ſhall be call'd the Heirs of Bliſs, 
The Sons of God, the Gop of Peace. 


8 Bleſs'd are the Suff*rers, who partake 
Of Pain and Shame for IEsus' ſake; 
Their Souls ſhall triumph in the Lox p, 

Glory and Joy are their Reward, 


54. C. M. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 103.) 


! F* not aſham'd to own my Lok b, 
Or to defend his Cauſe, 
Maintain the Honour of his Word, 
The Glory of his Croſs. 


2 Jxsus, my Gop! I know his Name, 
His Name is all my Truſt ; 
Nor will he put my Soul to Shame, 
Nor let my Hope be loſt. 


\ 3 Firm as his Throne his Promiſe ſtands, 
And he can well ſecure 
What I've committed to his Hands 
Till the deciſive Hour. 


4 Then will he own my worthleſs Name 
Before his Father's Face; 

And, in the new Jeruſalem, 

Appoint my Soul a Place. 
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„ 
(Watts. Hymn . 106.9 


T 8 we go on to Sin 
Becauſe thy Grace abounds, 
Or crucify the Logo again, 
And-open all his Wounds ? 


2 Forbid it, mighty Gop! 


Nor let it e'er be ſaid, 
That we, whoſe Sins are crucify'd, 
Should raiſe them from the Dead. 


We will be Slaves no more, 

Since OuR Ist has made us free, 
Has nail'd our Tyrants to his Croſs, 

And bought our Liberty. 


56. L. N. 
(Watts, Hymn I. 109.) 


1 O more, my Gop! I boaſt no more 


Of all the Duties I have done; 
I quit the Hopes I held before, 
To truſt the Merits of thy Son, 


2 Now, for the Love I bear his Name, 
What was my Gain I count my Loſs: 
My former Pride I call my Shame, 
And nail my Glory to his Croſs, 


3 Yes, and I muſt and will eſteem 
All Things but Loſs, for ]zsvs' Sake: 
O may my Soul be found in hun, 
And of his Righteouſneſs partake ! 


4 The 


. 


4 The beſt Obedience of my Hands 
Dares not appear before thy Throne; 
But Faith can anſwer thy Demands, 
By pleading what my Lox has done. 


57. C. M. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 112) 


1 CO did the Hebrew Prophet raiſe 
The brazen Serpent high ; 
The wounded felt immediate Eaſe, 
The Camp forbore to die. 


2 © Look upward in the dying Hour, 
% And live,” the Prophet cries ; 
But CHRIST performs a nobler Cure, 


When Faith lifts up her Eyes, 


3 High on the Croſs the Saviour hung, 
High in the Heav'ns he reigns; _ 
Here Sinners, by th' old Serpent ſtung, 
Look, and forget their Pains, 


4 When Gop's own Son is lifted up, 
A dying World revives: | 
The Jew beholds the glorious Hope, 
Th' expiring Gentile lives. 


58. L. M. 
(Watts. Hymn I. 117.) 


I EHOLD the Potter and the Clay, 

He forms his Veſſels as he pleaſe ; 

Such is our Gop, and ſuch are we, 

The Subjects of his high Decrees. 

he 2 Poth 


„ 
2. Doth not the Workman's Pow'r extend 
O'er all the Maſs, which Part to chooſe, 


And mould it for a nobler End, 
And which to leave for viler Uſe ? 


3 May not the Sov'reign Loxp on high 
Diſpenſe his Favours as be will; 
Chooſe ſome to Life, while others die, 
And yet be juſt and gracious ſtill? 


4 What if, to make his Terror known, 
He kts his Patience long endure, 
Suff ring vile Rebels to go on, 

And ſeal their own Deſtruction ſure; 


What if he means to ſhew his Grace, 
And his electing Love employs, 

To mark out ſome of mortal Race, 
And form them fit for heav'nly Joys: 


6 Shall Man reply againſt the Lox o, 
And call his Maker's Ways unjuſt, 
The Thunder of whoſe dreadful Word 
Can cruſh a thouſand-Worlds to Duſt ! 


7 But, O my Soul, if Truths fo bright 
Should dazzle and confound thy Sight, 
Yet ſtill his written Will obey, | 
And wait the great deciſive Day. 2 T. 


8 Then ſhall he make his Juſtice known, H. 
And the whole World, before his Throne, wb 
With Joy or Terror ſhall confeſs 
The Glory of his Righteouſneſs. 3 Buy 
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59. L. M. 
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cg. L. A. 
(Watts, Hy. I. 1229 


x O we not know that ſolemn Vord, 
That we are bury'd with the LORD; 
Baptiz'd int» his Death, and then 
Put off the Body of our Sin. 


2 Our Souls receive diviner Breath, 
Rais'd from Corruption, Guiit, and Death; 
So from the Grave did CHRIST ariſe, 
And lives to Gop above the Skies, 


3 No more let Sin or Satan reign 
Over our mortal Fleſh again; 
The various Luſts we ͤſerv'd before 
Shall have Dominion now no more. 


8. C. N. 
(Watts. Hy. I. 126.) 


I ITH Joy we meditate the Grace 
8 Of our High-Prieſt above; 
His Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 
His Bowels meit with Love. 


2 Touch'd wüh a Sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble Frame; 
He knows what ſore Temptations mean, 
For he has felt the ſame. 


3 But, ſpotleſs, innocent, and pure, 
The great Redeemer ſtood, 
While Satan's fiery Darts be bore, 
And did reſiſt to Blood. 


D 4 He, 


x 


2 So Abra'm, with obedient Hand, 


(- 006; ) 


4 He, in the Days of feeble Fleſh, 


Pour'd out his Cries and Toare, 
And in his Meaſure fe: ls afreſh 
What ev'ry Member bears. 


5 Heil never quench the ſmoking Flax, 


But raiſe it to a Flame; 
The bruiſed Reed he never breaks, | 
Nor ſcorns the meanett Name. 


6 Then let our humble Faith addreſs 


ths Mercy and his Pow'r, 
We thall obtain deliyring Grace 
In the duſtreſſing Hour. 


61, L. M. 
(nadie. H. I. 129.) 


F 


Give up your Comforts to the Lokb ; 
tie ſhall reſtore what you religy, 
Or grant you Bleflings more divine. 


Led forth his Son at Gob's Command; 
The Wocd, the Fire, the Eniic, he took, 
His Arm prepar'd the dieadtul Stroke. 


« Abram forbear, the Angel cry'd, 

„ Thy Faith is known, thy Love 1s try'd; 

„ Thy Son ſhall live; abd in thy Seed 

4 Shall the whole Earth be blels'd indeed.” 


a I 
4 Juſt in the laſt diſtreſßug Hour J 


The Log diſplays deliv'ring Pow'r; 11 
The Mount of Danger is the Place 


Where we ſhall ſee ſurprizing Grace. 
2 os 4 by. TL. . 
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62. L. NM. ; 
Ii atis. W. I. 137.) 
1 N. to the Pow'r of Gop ſupreme, 


Be everlaiiing Honours giv'n, 


He faves trom Hell, (we bleſs his Name,) 
He calls our wand'ring Feet to Heav'n. 


Nor for our Duties or Deſerts, 

But of his own abounding Grace, 
He works Salvation in our Hearts, 
And forms a People for his Praiſe. 


3 *Twas his own Purroſe that began 
To reſcue R bel- doom'd to die; 
He gave us Grace in CHRIST, his Son, 
Before he ſpread the ſtarry Sky. 


4 Jesus, the Loxp, appears at laſt, 
And makes his Father's Counſels knoten; 
Declares the great Tranſactions paſt, 
And brings immortal Bleſſings down, 


© He dies; and i in that dreadful Ni ight 
Did all the Fow'rs of Hell deſtroy; 
Hiſing, he brought our Hearn to light, 
And cook poſſeſſion of the Joy. 


63. C. M. 
(Watts, Hy. I. 138.) 


"I Mas the Earth thy Goſpel ſtands, 
iy Lon, my Hope, my Trutt ; 
It f am found in Jes us Hands, 
My Saul can ne'er be loſt. 
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2 His Honour is engag'd to ſave 
The meaneſt of his Sbeep; 

All that his heav'nly Father gave 

His Hands ſecurely keep. 


3 Nor Death nor Hell ſhall e'er remove 
His Fav'ites from his Breaſt ; 

In the dear Boſom of his Love 

They muſt for ever reſt. | 


64. C. N. 
(Watts, Hy. I. 144.) 


HY ſhould the Children of a King 
Go wourning all their Days? 

Great Con forter ! deſcend and bring 

Some Tokens of thy Grace. 


2 Doſt thov not dwell in all the Saints, 

And ſeal the Heirs of Heav'n? 

When wilt thou baniſh my Complaints, 
And ſhew my Sins forgiv'n? 


3 Aſſure my Conſcience of her Part 

In the Redeemer's Blood ; 
And bear thy Witneſs with my Heart 
That I am born of Gov. 


4 Thou art the Earneſt of his Love, 
The Pledge of Joys to come; 
And thy ſoft Winys, celeſtial Dove, 

Will ſafe confey me Home, 


; 65. C. A. 
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7 
65. C. M. 
(Watts. Hy, I. 6.) 


I NCE more, my Soul, the riſing Day 
Selures thy waking Eyes; | 
Once more, my Voice, thy Tribute pay 
To him that rules the Skies. 


2 Night unto N:ght. this Name repeats, 
The Day renews the Sound, 
Wide as the Heav'n on which he ſits 
Io turn the Seaſons round. | 


3 *Tis he ſupports my mortal Frame; 
My Tongue ſhall ſpeak his Praiſe ; 
My Sins would rouſe his Wrath to Flame, 
And yet his Wrath delays. 


4 On a poor Worm thy Pow'r might tread, 
And I could ne'er withſtand ; 
Thy Juſtice might have cruſh'd me dead, 
But Mercy held thine Hand. | 


5 A thouſand wretched Souls are fled 
Since the laſt ſetting Sun, 
And yer thou length'neſt out my Thread, 
And yet my Moments run! 


6 Dear Gov, let all my Hours be thine, 
While I enjoy the Light; 
Then ſhall my Sun in Smiles decline, 
And bring a pleaſant Night. 


{ 38 
BY, TC: 0. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 7.) 


READ Sov'reign, let my Ev'ning Song 1 

1 Like holy Incenſe ne: 

Alliſt te Of ings of my Tongue 
To reach the lotry Skies. 


2 Through all the Dangers of the Day | 2 
Toby Hand was ſtill my Guard, 

And ſtill to drive my Wants awey 
Thy Mercy ſtood prepar'd, 


f 
| 


3 Perpetual Bleſſings from above | | 3 
Encompaſs me around: : 
Bur, O! how tew Returns of Love 
Hath my Creator found ! 


4 What hare I done for Him that dy'd _ 4 
To ſave my wretched Soul ? 
How are my Follies multiply'd 
Faſt as my Minutes roll! 


5 Lon p, with this gui! 'ty Heart of ae, 5 
To thy dear Crols + fie; 
And to thy Grace my Soul reſign, 
To be renew'd by thee, 


6 Sprinkled afreſh with pard'ning Blood, 6 0 
[ lay me down to Refi, 
As in th? Embraces of my Gob, 
Or on my Saviour's Breaſt. 


67. C. I. 
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= 
(Watts, Hy, II. 8.) 


I OSANNA, with a chearful Sound, 
To Gop's upholding Hand; 
Ten thouſand Snares attend us round, 
And yet ſecure we ſtand, 


et 
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2 That was a moſt amazing Pow'r 
That rais'd us with a Word, 
And ev'ry Day, and ev'ry Hour, 
Me lean upon the Loxv, 


F 

2 

[1 
in 
5 
i 


3 The Evning reſts our weary Head, 
And Angels guard the Room; 
We wake, and we admite the Bed 
That was not made our Tomb. 


4 The riſing Morning can't aſſure 
Tbat we thall end the Day; 
For, Death ſtands ready at the Door 
To take our Lives away. 


5 Our Breath is forfeited by Sin : 
To Gov's avenging Law; 
We own thy Grace, immortal King, 
In ev'ry Gaſp we draw. : 
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6 Gop is our Sun, whoſe daily Light 
Our Joy and Safety brings; 
Our feeble Fleſh lies ſafe at Night 
Beneath his thady Wings. 
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68. S. M. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 14.) 


1 ELCOME, ſweet Day of Reſt, 
* That ſaw the Lok p ariſe; 4 
Welcome to this reviving Breaſt, 

And theſe rejoicing Eyes! 


2 The King himſelf comes near, 

And feaſts his Saints to- day; 
Here we may ſit, and ſee him here, 
And love, and praiſe, and pray. 


3 One Day amidſt the Place N 
Where my dear Gob hath been 

Is ſweeter than ten Thouſand Days 

Ot pleaſurable Sin, 


4 My wiling Soul would ſtay 
In ſuch a Frame as this, 
And ſit and ling herſelf away 

To everlaſting Bliſs. 


69. C. M. 
(Watts. Hy. II. 29.) „ 


ESUS, with all thy Saints above, 
My Tongue would bear ber Part, 

Would tound aloud thy ſaving Love, 

And ing thy bleeding Heart, 


2 Bleſs'd be the Lamb, my deareſt Lon p, 
Who bought me with his Blood, 

And quench'd his Father's fliming Sword 
Iris own viaal Food! 


3 The 
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3 The Lamb that freed my captive Soul 
From Satan's heavy Chains, 
And ſent the Lion down to howl 
Where Hell, and Horror, reigns. 


4 All glory to the dying Lamb, 
And never-ceaſing Praiſe, 
While Angels live to know his Name, 
Or Saints to tcel his Grace. 


70. S. M. 
(Watts. Hy. I. 30.) 


1 OME, we that love the Logo, 
And let our Joys be known; 
Join in a Song with ſweet Accord, 


And thus ſurround the Throne. 


2 The Sorrows of the Mind 
Be baniſh'd from this Place; 
Religion never was deſign'd 
To make our Pleaſures leſ:. 
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3 Let thoſe refuſe to ſing 
That never knew our Gop, 
But Fav'rites of the heav'nly King 
May ſpeak their Joys abroad. 


4 The Gop that reigns on high, 

And thunders when he pleaie, 

Thar rides upon the ſtormy Sky, 
And manages the Seas ; 
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5 This awful Gop is ours, / 
Our Father and our Love; 
He ſhall ſend down his heav'nly Pow'rs 
To carry us above. 
D 5 6 There: 
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6 There ſhall we ſee his Face, 


And never, never, fin : 
There from the Rivers of his Grace 
Driuk endleſs Pleatures in. 


7 Yes, and before we rife 
To that immortal State, 
The Thoughts of ſuch amazing Bliſs 
Shouid conſtant Joys create. 


8 The Men of Grace have found 
Glory begun below ; 
Celeſtial Fruits on earthly Ground 
From' Faith and Hope may grow. 


The Hill of Sion yields 
A thouſand facred Sweets, 

Before we reach the heav? bly Fields, 
Or walk the 3 Streets. 


10 Then let our Songs abound, 
And ev'ry Tear be dry; 

We're marching through Immanuel's Ground 
To fairer Worlds on high. 


* 


71. Goo BG 
(Watts. Hy. II. 34.) 


1 EPR Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning Pow'rs, 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 
In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 


2 Look how we provel here below, 
Fond ot theſe trifling Toys; 
Our Souls can ne1ther fly nor vo 

10 reuch eieinal Joy 8. 
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. 
3 In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe, 
Hoiannas langatth on our Tongues, 
And our Devotion dies, 


4 Dear L-RxD! and ſhall we ever live 
At this poor dying Rate, 

Our Love ſo faint, fo cold to thee, 
And thine to us to great? 


Come, holy Spirit, beav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning Pow'rs, 
Come ſhed abioad a Saviour's Love, 

And that ſhall kindle ours. 


72. el 1, 
(Watts. Hy. II. 38.) 


I APP the Heart whe:e Graces reign 


Where Love inſpires the Breaſt ! 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, 
And ſtrengthens all the Reſt. 


2 Knowledge, alas! *tis all ia vain, 
And all in vain our Fear; 
| Our Rubborn Sies will fight and reign, 
If Love be abſenc tncre. 


3 *Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet 
In {witt Obedience move; 
The Bevils know, and tremble too; 
ut Satan cannot love, 


4 This is the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe; 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful Strings 
in the freer Realms of Bliſs, 
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5 Before we quite ſonſake our Clay; 
Or leave this dark Abode, 
The Wings of Love bear us away 
To fee our ſmiling Gop. 


73. C. M. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 40.) 


UR Gop, how firm his Promiſe ſtands ! 
E'en when he hides his Face, 
He truſts in our Redeemei's Hands 
/ His Glory and his Grace. 


2 Then why, my Soul, theſe ſad Complaints, 
vince CHRIST and we are one? 
Thy Gop is faithful to his Saints, 
Is faithful to his Son. 


3 Beneath his Smiles my Heart has liv'd, 
And part of Heav'n poſſeſs d; 
I praiſe his Name for Grace receiv'd, 
And truſt him for the Reſt. 


74. C. M. 
(Watt:. Hy. II. 48.) 


"2 OW vain are all Things here below! 
How falſe, and yet how fair! 
Each Pleaſure has its Poifon too, 
And ev'ry Sweet a Snare. 


2 The brighteſt Things below the Sky 
Give but a flatt' ring Light; 
We ſhould ſuſpect ſome Danger nigh 
Where we poſſeſs Delight. 


Our 
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3 Our deareſt Joys, and neareſt Friends, 
The Partners of our Blood, 
How. they divide our wav'ring Mind 
And leave but half for Gov. 


4 The fondneſs of a Creature's Love; 
How ſtrong it ſtrikes the Senſe ! 
Thither the warm Affections move, 
Nor can we call them thence. 


5 Dear Sa vioug! let thy Beauties be 
My Soul's eternal Food; 


And Grace command my Heart away 


From all created Good. 


75. L. A. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 60.) 


I RAISE, everlaſting Praiſe, be paid 
To him that Earth's Foundation laid, 
Praiſe to the Gon, whoſe ſtrong Decrees 


Sway the Creation as he pleaſe. 


2 Praiſe to the Goodneſs of the Lox p 
Who rules his People by his Word, 


And there, as ſtrong as his Decrees, 
He ſets his kindeſt Promiſes. 


3 Firm are the Words his Prophets give, 


Sweet Words on which his Children 
Each of them is the Voice of Gop, 


Who ſpoke, and ſpread the Skies abroad; 
4 Each of them pow'rful as that Sound 


That bade the new-made World go 
And ſtronger than the ſolid Poles, 


On which the Wheel of Nature rolls. 


3 


7 


live; 


round; 


5 Whence 
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5 Whence then ſhould Douhts and Fears ariſe ? 

Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes? | 
Slowly, alas! our Mind receives 

The Comforts that our Maker gives. 

6 O for a ſtrong and laſting Faith, 

To credit what th' Almighty ſaith! 

T' embrace the Meſſage of his Son, 

Aud call the Joys of Heav'n our own. 


Then, ſhov!d the Earth's old Pillars ſhake, I 
And all the Wheels of Nature break, 
Our ſteady Souls would feel no more 
Than ſolid Rocks when Billows roar. 


Our everlaſting Hopes ariſe 2 
Above the ruinable Skies, 

Where the eternal Builder reigns, 

And his own Court his Pow'r ſuitains, 


76. C. M. 


(Watts. Hy. II. 65.) 2 


HEN I can read my Title clear 
To Manſions in the Skies, 4 1 
I bid farewel to ev'ry Fear, | 
And wipe my weeping Eyes. | > 


"ISS 


Should Earth againſt my Soul engage, 

And helliſh Darts be hurl'd ; 5 
Then I can ſmile at Satan's Rage, 
And face a frowning World, H 


Let Cares like a wild Deluge come, | 

And Storms of Sorrow tall, | 6 H 
May I but ſafely reach my Home, 
My Gop, my Heav'n, my All: T. 
255 | 4 There 
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4 There (hall I bathe my weary Soul 
In Seas of heav'nly Reſt, | 
And not a Wave of Trouble roll 


Acroſs my peaceful Breaſt. 
77. C. A. 
(Matis. Hy. II. bg.) 


EGIN, my Tongue, ſome beav'nly Theme, 
And peak ſome boundleſs Thing, 

he mighty Works, or mightier Name 

Of our eternal King. 


2 Tell of his wond'rous Faithfulneſs, 
And ſound his Pow'r abroad, 
Sing the ſweet Promiie of his Grace, 
And the performing Gov, 


3 Proclaim, Salvation from the Loxo 
« For wrerebed dying Men ;* 
_ His Hand has writ the ſacred Word 
With an immortal Pen, 


4 Enorav d, as in eternal Braſs, 
The mighty Promiſe ſhines; 
Nor can the Pow rs of Darkneſs rafe 
Thoſe everlaſting Lines. 


5 He that can daſh whole Worlds to Death 
And make them when he pleaſe, 
He ſpeaks, and that Almighty Breath 
Fulfils his great Decrees. 


6 His very Word of Grace is ſtrong 
As that which built the Skies. 
The Voice that rolls the Stars along 
lere Speaks all the Promiſes, 


(as ) 


7 He faid, Let the wide Heav'n be ſpread ;” 
And Heav'n was ſtretch'd abi1oad ; 

_& Abra'm, I'll be thy Gop,” he ſaid, 

And he was Abra'm's Gop. 


8 Oh, might I bear thy heav*oly Tongue 
But whiſper ** thou art mine!“ 

Thoſe gentle Words ſhould raiſe my Song 

To Notes almoſt divine. 


How would my leaping Heart rejoice, - 
And think my Heavin ſecure! 

I truſt the all-creating Voice; 

And Faith defires no more, 


78. C. M. 
(Watts. Hy. II. 76.9 


I OSANNA to the Prince of Light, 
That cloth'd himſelf in Clay; 
Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death, 
And tore the Bars away. 


2 Death is no more the King cf Dread, 
Since our [Immanuel roſe; 
He took the Tyrant's Sting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh Foes. 


3 See how the Conqu*ror mounts atoft, 
And to his Father flies, 
With Scars of Honour in his Fleſh, 


And Triumph in his Eyes. 


4 There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And ſcatters Bleſſings down; 
Our IEsus fills the middle Seat 

Ot the celeſtial Throne. 


0 ) 


5 Raiſe your Devotion, mortal Tongues, 
To reach his bleſs'd Abode ; 

Sweet be the Accents of your Songs 
To our incarnate Gop. 


6 Bright Angels, ſtrike your loudeſt Strings, 
Your ſweeteit Voices 1atle ; 
Let Heav'n, and all created Things, 
Sound our Immanuel's Praiſe. 


79. L. M. 
(Watts. Ay. II. 77.) 


I TAND up, my Soul, ſhake off thy Fears, 
And gird the Goſpel-Armour on; 
March to the Gates of endleſs joy, 
Where thy great Captain-Saviour's gone. 


2 Hell and thy Sins reſiſt thy Courſe; 
Bat Hell and Sin are vanquiſh'd Foes; 
Thy Jesus nail'd them io the Croſs, 
Aud 1aug the Triumph when he roſe. 


3 \Vhat though the Prince of Darkneſs rage, 
And waſte the Fury of his Spight; 
Eternal Chains confine him down 


To fiery Deeps, and endleſs Night. 


4 What though thine inward Luſts rebel; 
is but a itrugpling Gaſp for Life; 
The Weapons ot victorious Grace 
Shall ſlay thy Sins, and end the Strife. 


5 Then let my Soul march boldly on, 
Preſs forward to the heav*nly Gate; 
There Peace ard Joy eternal reign, 
And glitt'ring Rebzs for Conqu'rors wait. 
Laiſe 6 There 


( 266 
6 There ſhall I wear a ſtarry Crown, 
And triumph in Almighty Grace ; 


While all the Armies of the Skies 
Join in my glotious Leader's Praiſe, 


80. C. M. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 83.) 


1 HUS faith the Ruler of the Skies, 
Awake, my dreadtul Sword; 
Awake, my Wrath, ard ſmite the Man, 
8 My Fellow,” ſaith the Logp, 


2 Veng'ance receiv'd the dread Command, 
And, armed, down ſhe flies; 
Js us ſubmits t his Father's Hand, 
And bows his Head, and dies, 


3 But O! the Wiſdom and the Grace 
That join'd with Vengeance now! 
He dies to ſave a guilty Race, 
And yet he riſes too. 
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4 A Perſon ſo divine was he 
Who yielded to be ſlain, 5 
That he could give his Soul away, 
And take his Life again. 


Lie. glorious Loa p! and reign on high, 
Let ev'ry Nation ſing, 
And Angels ſound with endleſs Joy 
The Saviour and the King. 


>. oa 
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Sr CM, 
(Watts. Hy. II. $6.) 


UR Sins, alas! how ſtrong they be; 
And like a vi'lent Sea, 
They break our Duty, Lord, to thee, 
And hurry us away, 


2 The Waves of Trouble, how they riſe! 
How loud the Tempeſts roar ! 
But Death fhall land our weary Souls 
Safe on the beav'nly Shore, 


3 There, to fulfil his ſweet Commands, 
Our ſpeedy Feet ſhall move: : 
No Sin thail clog our winged Zeal, 
Or cool our burning Love, 


4 There ſhall we ſit and ſing, and tell 
The Wonders of his Grace, ' 
Till heav'nly Raptures fire our Hearts, 
And ſaile in ev'ry Face. 


5 For ever his dear ſacred Name 
Shall dwell upon our Tongue, 
And ſkeus and Salvation be 
The Cloſe of ev'ry Song. 


ag 
82, C. M. 
(Watts. Hy. II. 88.) 
I CALVATION! O the joxtul Sound, 
*Tis Pleaſure to our rars; 
. M. A fov'reign Balm for ev'ry Wound, 


A Cordial for our Fears. 


2 Bury'd 
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2 Bury'd in Sorrow and in Sin, 6 

At Hell's dark Door we lay; 

But we atife by Grace divine 
To ſee a heav'nly Day. 


3 Salvation! let the Echo fly 
The ſpacious Earth around, 
While all the Armies of the Sky 


Conſpire to raiſe the Sound, 
83. C. M. 


(Watts. Hy. II. 94.) 


1 God, my Portion and my Love, 
My everlaſting All, 
I've none but thee in Heav'n above, 
Or on this earthly Ball. 


8 


2 What empty Things are all the Skies, 
And this interior Clod ! | 
T here's Nothing here deſerves my Joys, 
There's Nothing like my Gop. 


3 In vain the bright, the burning, Sun 1 
Scatters his feeble Light: | 
»Tis thy ſweet Beams create my Noon ; A 
It thou withdraw, *us Night. 
4 And whilſt, upon my reſtleſs Bed, 1 
Among ſy the Shades J roll, 
If my Lane ſhews his Head, | He 
'Tis Morning with my Soul, | 
s To thee we owe our Wealth and Friends, = C97 
And Health and ſafe Abode : | ; 
Thanks to thy Name for meaner Things ; An 
But they are not my Gop. I 


6 How 


Ct 9 ) 


6 How vain a Toy is glit'ring Wealth, 
If once compar'd to thee ? 
Or what's my Safety or my Health, 
Or all my Friends to me? 


Were I Poſſeſſor of the Earth, 
And call'd the Stars my own; 
Without thy Graces and thyſelf, 
[ were a Wretch undone. 


8 Let others ſtretch their Arms like Seas, 
And graſp in all the Shore ; 
Grant me the Viſits of thy Face, 
And I deſire no more. 


84. C. M. 
(Watts. Hy. II. 99.) 


I ET the whole Race of Creatures lie 
Abas'd before their Gop; 
Whate'er his ſov'reign Voice has form'd 

He governs with a Nod. 


2 Ten Thouſand Ages ere the Skies 
Were into Motion brought, 
All the long Years, and Worlds to come, 
S Stood preſent to his Thought, 


3 There's not a Sparrcw or a Worm 
But's found in his Decrees; 
He raiſes Monarchs to their Throne, 
And ſinks them as he pleaſe, 


4 If Light attends the Courſe I run, 
'Tis he provides thoſe Rays; 
And 'tis his Hand that hides my Sun, 
If Darkneſs cloud my Days. 
[ow 5 Yet 
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5 Yet I would not be much concern . 
Nor vainly long to ſee 
The Volumes of his deep Degrees, 
What Mon:hs are writ for me. 


6 When he reveals the Book of Life, 
O may I read my Name 
Amongſt the Choſen of his Love, 
The Follow'rs of the Lamb! 


85, L. M. 
(Watt. W. II. 109.) 


1 ORD, we adore thy vaſt Deſigus, 
h' obſcure Abyſs of Providence, 
Too deep to found with mortal Lines, 

Too dark to view with feeble Senſe, 


Now thou array*ſt thine awful Face 

In angy Frowns, without a Smile, 

We, through the Cloud, believe thy Grace, 
Secure of thy Compaſſion ſtill. 


3 


3 Through Seas and Storms of deep Diſtreſ:, 
We ſail by Faith, and not by Sight; 
Faith guides us in the Wilderneſs, 
Through all the Briers and the Night. 


4 Dear Father, if thy lifted Rod 
Reſolve to ſcourge us here below, 
Still we muit lean upon our Gop, | 
Thine Arm ſhall bear us wary through. 


86. g. N. 
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85, S. M. 
(Watts, W. II. 110.) 


1 ND muſt this Body die? 
This mortal Frame decay? 2 
And mutt theſe active Limbs of mine 
Lie mould'ring in the Clay? 


2 Corruption, Earth, and Worms, 
Shall but refine this Fleſh, 
Till my triumphant Spirit comes 
To put it on afreſh. 


3 Gov, my Redeemer, lives, 
And often from the Skies 
Looks down, and watches all my Duſt, 
Till he ſhall bid it riſe, 


4 Array'd in glorious Grace, 
Shall theſe vile Bodies ſhine, 
And ev'ry Shape, and ev'ry Face, 

Look heav'nly and divine. 


c | Theſe lively Hopes we owe 
To Jz8vus* dying Love: 
We would adore his Grace below, 
And ſing his Pow'r above. 


6 Dear Lon b, accept the Praiſe 

Ot theſe our humble Songs, 
Till Tunes of nobler Sounds we raiſe 

With our immortal Tongues. 


5 M. 87. C. 
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87. C. M. 
Matis. Hy. II. 119.9 


1 ADEN with Guilt, and full of Fears, 
I fly to thee, my Lox D! 
And not a Glimpſe of Hope appear, 
But in thy written Word. 


2 The Volume of my Father's Grace 
Does all my Grief aſſuage; 
Here I behold my Saviour's Face 
Almoſt in ev'ry Page. 


3 This is the Field where hidden lies 
The Pearl of Price unknown ; 
That Merchant is divinely wiſe 
Who makes that Pearl his own. 


4 Here conſecrated Water flows 
To quench 4 y Thirſt of Sin; 
Here the fair Tee of knowledge grows, 
Nor Danger dwells therein. 


5 This is the Judge that ends the Strife, 
Where Wit and Reaſon fail, 
My Guide to everlaſting Life, 
Through all this gloomy Vale. 


6 O, may thy Counſels, mighty Gov ! 
My roving Feet command = 
Nor | forſake the happy Road 
That leads to thy right Hand. 


5 


38. L. A. 
(Watts. Ay. II. 121.) 


I HE Law commands, and makes us know, 
What Duties to our Gop we owe; 
But 'tis the Goſpel muſt reveal 
Where lies our Strength to do his Will. 


2 The Law diſcovers Guilt and Sin, 
And ſhews how vile our Hearts have been; 
Only the Goſpel can expreſs 
Forgiving Love and cleanſing Grace. 


3 What Curſes doth the Law denounce 
Againſt the Man that fails but once! 
But in the Goſpel Chiiſt appears, 
Pard'ning the Guilt of num'rous Years. 


4 My Soul, no wore attempt to draw 
Thy Life and Comfort from tbe 8 ; 
Fly to the Hope the Goſpel g. 

The Man that truſts the Promiſe . 


89. L. MW. 
(Watts. Hy. II. 133.) 


TERNAL Spirit! we confeſs 
And fing the Wonders of thy Grace ; 


Thy Pow'r cons our Bleſſiogs down 
From Goo the Father and the Son. 


2 Enlighten'd by thine heav'nly Ray, 
Our Shades and Darkneſs turn to Day 
Thine inward Teachings make vs know 

. Our Danger and our 1 too. 


3 Thy 


x 1 
3 Thy Pow'r and Glory work within, 
And break the Chains of reigning Sin 
Do our imperious Luſts ſubdue, 
And form our wretched Hearts anew. 


4 The troubled Conſcience knows thy Voice; 
Ihy cheering Words awake our Joys; 
Thy Words allay the ftormy Wind, 
And calm the Surges of the Mind, 


| 90% 26. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 158.) 


* HIS is the Word of Truth and Love 
| Sent to the Nations from above 

JEenovan here reſolves to ſhew 

What his Almighty Glace can do. 


2 This Remedy did Wiſdom find, 
To heal Diſeaſes f the Mind; 
T bis ſov'reign Balm, whoſe Virtues can 
Reſtore the ruin'd Creature, Man. 


3 The Goſpel bids the Dead revive; 
Sinners obey the Voice, and live: 
Diy Bones are rais'd, and cloth'd afreſh, 
And Hearts of Stone are turn'd to Fleſh, 


4 Where Satan reign'd in Shades of Night, 
The Goſpel flrikes a heav'nly Light; 
Our Luſts its wond'rous Pow'r controuls, 
And calms the Rage of angry Souls. 


5 Lions and Beaſts of ſavage Name 
Put on the Nature of the Lamb; 
While the wide World eſteems it ſtrange, _ 

Gaze and admire, and hate the Change. 


6 May 
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6 May but this Grace my Soul renew; 
Let Sinners gaze, and hate me too; 
The Word that ſaves me does engage 
A ſure Defence from all their Rage. 


K 2 


$. A. 
(Watts, Hy. II. 142.) 


OT all the Blood of Beaſts, 
On Jewiſh Altars flain, 
Could give the guilty Conſcience Peace, 
Or waſh away the Stain. 


But CHRIST the heav'nly Lamb 
Takes all our Sins away 

A Sacrifice of nobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they. 


My Faith would Jay her Hand 

On that dear Head of thine, 
While like a Penitent J ſtand, 

And there confeſs my Sin. 


4 My Scul looks back to ſee 
The Burdens thou didſt bear, 
When hanging on the curſed Tree, 
And hopes her Guilt was there. 


Believing, we rejoice 
To ſee the Curſe remove; 

We bleſs the Lamb with chearful Voice, 
And fing his bleeding Love, 


92. L. M. 
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92. L. M. | 
(Malts. Hy. II. 144.) 


I 0 REA T was the Day, the Joy was great, 
PF When the divine Diſciples met: 
Whilſt on their Heads the Spirit came, 
And ſat like Tongues of cloven Flame. 


What Gifis, what Miracles he gave! 

| And Pow'r to kill, ard Pow'r to ſave! 

| Furnifh'd their Tongues with wond'rous Words, 
BS Initead of Shields, and Spears, and Swords. 


3 Thus arm'd, he ſent the Champions forth, 
From Eaſt to Weſt, from South to North ; 
„Go, and aſſert your Saviour's Cauſe; 


© Go, ſpread the Myſt'ry of his Croſs.” 


4 Theſe Weapons of the holy War, 
Ot what Almighty Force they are 
To make our ſtubborn Paſſions bow, 
And lay the proudeſt Rebel low ! 


Nations, the Learned and the Rude, 
Are by theſe heav'nly Arms ſubdu'd ; 
While Satan rages at his Loſs, 

And hates the Doctrine of the Croſs. 


6 Great King of Grace! my Heart ſubdue : 
I would be led in Triumph too, 
A willing Captive to my Lon p, 
And ſing the Vict'ries of his Word. 


ta 


93. LD. 


( 77-2) 
93. I. M. 
(Malts. . II. 15 1.) 


hs W AS by an Order from the Log p, 
The ancient Prophets ſpoke his Word; 
His Surit did heir Tongues iuſpire, 
Aud warm'd their Hearts wich heav'uly Fire. 


2 The Work: and Wonders which they wrought 
Conkirm'd the Meſſages they brought; 
The Prophet's Pen ſucceeds his Breath, 

To fave the holy Words trom Death, | 


3 Great Gop! mine Eyes with Pleaſure look 
On the dear Volume of thy Book ; 
There my Redeemer's Face 1 fee, 
And read his Name who dy'd tor me, 


4 Let the falſe Raptures of the Mind 
Be loſt and vaniſh in the Wind: : 
Here I can fix my Hopes ſ-cure ; F 
This is tuy Word, and mult endure. 


94. L. M. 
(Watts. By. II. 158.) 


t BROAD is the Road that leads to Dearh, 
And Thoufands walk together there; 
But Wiſdom ſhews a narrow'r Path, 
With here and there a Traveller. 


2 © Deny thyſelf, and take thy Croſs,” 
Is the Redeemer's great Command! 
Nature muſt count her Gold but Droſs, 


If ſhe would gain this heav'nly Land. 
11 3 The 
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| The feaiful Soul that tires and faints, 
| And walks the Ways of Gop no more, 
| Is but efeent'd almeit a Saint, 

| And makes his own Deſtruction ſure. 


4 Lon d, let not all my Hepes be vain ; 
Create my Heart entirely new 
Which Hy pocrites could ne'er attain, 


| 2 Apoſtates never knew. 


| 
4 : 93. CM. 
| (Watts. Hy. II. 165.) 


I ONG have I ſat beneath the Sound 
Of thy Salvation, Lomp; 

| But ſtill how weak my Faith is found, 

| Aud Knowledge of thy Word! 


2 Oft I frequent thy holy Place, 

| And hear almoſt in vain ; 

6 How {mall a Portion of thy Grace 
k i My Mem'ry can retain ! | 


3 My dear Almigl:ty, and my Gop, 
How little art thou known 
By all tie Judgments of thy Rod, 
Ar.d Bleſſings of thy Throne! 


4 How cold and feeble 1s my Love! 
How neglgent my Fear ! 
How low my Hope of Joys above! 
How few Aﬀections there! 


5 Great Gop! thy ſov'reign Pow'r impart, 
To give thy Word Succeſs; 
Write thy Salvation in my Heart, 
And make me learn thy Grace, ; 
EO. 6 Shew 
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2 His Terrors keep the World in Awe 


31 
6 Skew my fargetfol Feet the Way 
i hor leads to Toys on high; 
There Knowledpe grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never die. 


. 
(Naits. Hy. II. 168.) 


1 IEA OVAil reigns, bis Throne is high, 
J His Robes are Light and Mjcity ! 
His Glory ſhines with Beams fo bright, 

No Mortal can ſuſtain the Sight. 


His Juſtice guards the holy Lay 
His Love reveals a {miling 3 
His Truth and Promiſe teal the Grace, 


3 Through all his Works his Wiſdom ſhines, 
And battles Satan's deep Deſigus; 
His Pow'r is ſov'reign to fulhl 
The nobleſt Counſcls of his Will. 


4 Ard will this gl-rious Lob p deſcend 
To be my Father ard my Fiicwyd ? 
Then let my Songs with Angels join; 

 Heav'n is fecure, if Gop be mine. 


97. S. A. 
(Watts. W. II. 2.) 


I ESUS invites his Saints 
To mee: around his Board; 
Here pardon'd Rebels fir, and hold : 
_ Communion with the LORD. 


E 4 2 Our 
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2 Our heav'nly Father calls 
_ Carisr and his Members one; 
We the young Children of his Love, 
And he the firſt born Son, 


3 We are but ſev'ral Parts 
Of the ſame broken Bread ; 
One Body hath its ſeveral Limbs, 
But Jtsvg is the Head, 


4 Let all our Pow'rs be join'd, 
His glorious Name to raiſe : 
Pleaſure and love fill ev'ry Mind, 
And ev'ry Voice be Praiſe. 


98. . A. 
(Waits. Hy, III. 6.) 


1 ESUS is gone above the Skies, 
J Where our weak Senles reach him not; 


| And carnal Oojects court our Eyes, 

ö 20 thruit our Saviour from our Thought. 
2 He knows what wand'ring Hearts we have, 
} 


| Apt to forget his lovely Face ; 
| And, to refreſh our Minde, he gave 
Theile kind Memorials of his Grace. 


3 the Lokp of Life this Table ſpread 
With his own Fleſh and dy ing Blood. 
We on the rich Proviſion feed, 
And tate the Wine, and bleſs ihe Gop. 


4 Let fintul Sweets be all forgot, 
And Earth grow leſs in our Etteem ; 
CHRiET and his Love fill ev'ry Thought, 
Aud Faith and Hope be fix'd on him. 

5 While 


e 


- All the vain Things tat, charm me molt, 


3 See from his Head, his Hands, his Feet, 


© WW 


5 While he is abſent from our Sight, 
*Tis to prepare our Souls a Place, 
That we may dwell in heav'nly Light, 
And live for ever near his Face, 


6 Our Eyes look upwards to the Hills, 
Whence our returning Lok p ſhall come; 
We wait thy Cbariol's awful Wheels, 
To fetch our longing Spirits Home. 


99. L. M. 
(Watts. Hy. III. 7.) 


I HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous Croſs 
| On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt Gain I count but Loſs, 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. 


2 Forbid it, Lov, that I ſhould boaſt, 
Save in the Death ot CHRIST my Gop, 


I ſacrifice them to his Blood. 


Sorrow and Love flow mingled down! 
Did e'er ſuch Love and Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compole fo rich a Crown! 


4 Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
That were a Preſent far too {mall ; 
Love ſo amazing, fo divine, 
Demands my Soul, my Lite, my All. 


3 roo. C. M. 
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100. C. M1. 
(alte. Hy. III. 13.) 


OW ſweet and awful is the Place, 
With Cnals r within the Doors, 
While everlaſting Love diſplays 
The choiceſt of her Stores! 


Here ev'ry Bowel of our Gon 
With ſoft Compaſſion rolls; 

Here Peace and Pardon bought with Blood 
Is Food for dying Souls. 


While all our Hearts and all our Songs 

join to admire the Feaſt, 

Each of us cry, with thankful Tongues, 
„Lok, why was I a Guelt * 


„Why was I made to hear thy Voice, 

Aud enter while there's Room; 

«© Wren Thouſands make a wretched Choice, 
„ And rather ſtarve than come ?? 


Twas the ſame Love that ſpread the Feaſt, 
That ſweetly forc'd us in; 

Elſe we had ftill refus'd to taſte, 
And periſh'd in our Sin. 

Pity the Nations, O our Gop ! 
Tenkrain the Earth to come; 


Send thy victorious Word abroad, 
And bring the Strangers Home. 


We long to ſee thy Churches full, 
That all the choſen Race 
May, with one Voice, and Heart, and Soul, 
Sing thy redeeming Grace, 
N 101. C. H. 


„ 
101. C. M. 


(Watts. W. III. 16.) 
1 OW let our Pains be all forgot, 


Our Hearts no more repine ; 
Our Suff 'rings are not worth a Thouz hf, 
When, Lok b, compar'd with thine. 


2 In lively Figures here we ſee 
The bleeding Prince of Love; 
Each of us hopes he dy'd for me, 
And then our Griefs remove. 


3 Our humble Faith here takes her riſe, 
While ſitting round his Board; 
And back to Calvary ſhe flies, 


To view her gtoaning Logp, 


4 His Soul, what Agonies it felt, 
When his own Gop withdrew ; 
And the large Load of all our Guilt 
Lay heavy on him too! 


5 But the Divinity within 
Supported him to bear: 
Dying, he conquer'd Hell and Sin, 
And made his Triumph there, 


6 Grace, Wiſdom, Juſtice, join'd and wrought 
The Wonders of that Day: : 
No mortal Tongue, nor mortal Thought, 
Can equal Thanks repay. 


7 Our Hymns ſhould found like thoſe above, 
Could we our Voices raite; 
Yet, LorD, our Hearts ſhall all be Love, 
And all our Lives be Praiſe, 
E 6 102. L. M. 
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108. L. M. 
(Watts. Hy. III. 26.) 


f 6 


To whole celeſtial Source we owe 
Rivers of endleſs Joys above, 
And Rills of Comfort here below. 


Glory to thee, great Son of Gov, 
From 5 dear wounded Body rolls 


ta 


A pfecious Stream of vital Blood; 
Pardon and Life for dying Souls, 


3 We give thee, ſacred ITTILA praiſe, 
Who, 1n our Hearts of Sin and Woe, 
Makes living Springs of Grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs Glory flow. 


4 Thus Gov the Father, God the Son, 
And Gop the Spirit, we adore; 

That Sea of Life and Love unknown, 
Without a Bottom, or a Shore. 


103. P. M. 
(Watts. Hy. III. 38. 


1 GIVE immortal Prai'e 
To Gov the Father's Love, 

For all my Comtorts here, ö 
And better Hopes above: 

He ſent his own 

Erernal Son, 

To die for Sins 

That Man had dene. 


LESS'D he the FArRER and his Love, 


/ 


2 To 


E 5 
2 To Gov the Son belongs 
Immortal Glory too, 
Who bought us with his Blood 
From everlaſting Woe: 
And now be lives, 
And now he reigns, 
And ſees the Fruit 
Of all his Pains. 


3 To Gon the Spirit's Name 
Immortal Worſhip give, 
Whoſe new-creating Pow'r 
Makes the dead Sinner live; 

His Work completes ' 
The great Deſign, 

And fills the Soul 
With Joy divine. 


4 Almighty Gop! to Thee | | 
Be endleſs Honours done, | 


'The undivided Three, 
And the myſterious One: 
Where Reaſon fails 
With all her Pow'rs, 
There Faith prevails, 

And Love adores, 


104. C. N. © 
(Watts, Hy. III. 43.) 
1 OSANNA to the Prince of Grace: 
Sion, behold thy King; 


Proclaim the Son of David's Race, 
And teach the Babes to ſing. 


2 Hoſanna 


( 86 ) 
2 Hoſanna to th' incarnate Word, 


Who from the Father came; / 
Aſcribe Salvation to the Lon p, 
With Bleſſings on his Name. 
8 


108. C. M. Watts, 

| (R. 9.) 

EEP Silence, all created Things, 
And wait your Maker's Nod: 


My Soul ſtands trembling, while ſhe ſings 
The Honours of her Gop. 


2 Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown, 
Hang on his firm Decree: 
He fits on no precarious Throne, 
Nor borrows Leave To BE. N 


3 Chain'd to his Throne, a Volume lies, | 


With all the Fates of Men, 2 H 
With ev'ry Angel's Form and Size, 3 
| | | 


Drawn by th' eternal Pen. 


| U 

4 His Providence unfolds the Book, 

And makes his Counſels ſhine; 3 In 
Each op'ning Leaf, and ev'iy Stroke, He 
Fulfils ſome deep Deſigu. = 
5 Here he exalts neglected Worms 

To Sceptres and a Crown; 4 Wi: 
And there, the following Page he turns, Pro 
And treads the Monarch down. 12 
0 


6 Not Gabriel aſks the Reaſon why, 
Nor Gop the Reaſon gives; 
Nor dares the favourite Angel pry 
Between the folded Leaves. 
7 My 


My 


(#7) 7 


- My Gop, I would not long to ſee 
My Fate with curious Eyes, 
What gloomy Lines are writ for me, 
Or what bright Scenes may riſe, 


s In thy fair Book of Lite and Grace, 


O may I find my Name, 
Recorded in ſome humble Place, 
Beneath my LorD the Lamb. 


8 106. L. M. Beddumes 
(R. 11.) | 


AIT, O my Soul, thy Maker's Will, 
Tumultuous Paſſions all be ſtill! 

Nor let a murm'ring Thought ariſe, 

Juſt are his Ways, his Councils wiſe. 


2 He in the thickeſt Darkneſs dwells, 
Performs his Work, the Cauſe conceals ; 
But, though his Methods are unknown, 
Judgment aud Truth ſupport his Throne. 


3 In Heav'n, and Earth, and Air, and Seas, 
He exccutes his firm Decrees; 
And by his Saints it ſtands confeſt, 
That what he does is ever beſt. 


4 Wait then, my Soul, ſubmiſſive wait, 
Proſtrate before his awful Seat; 
And, *midſt the Terrors of his Rod, 
Truit in a wiſe and gracious Gop, 


107. P. M. 


( 88 ) 
107. P. M. SS Hebe, 
(R. 16.) 


1 ORD, and am I yet alive, 
Not in Torments, not in Hell! 
Still doth thy good Spirit ſtrive! 
With the chief of Sinners dwell! 
Tell it unto Sinners, tell, 
1 am, I am, out of Hell! 


2 Yes, I ſtill lift up mine Eyes, 
Will not of thy Love deſpair ; 
Still in ſpite of Sin I riſe, 
Still I bow to thee in Prayer. Tell it, &c, 
3 O the Length and Breadth of Love! 
TESUS,-SAVIOUR, Can it be? 
All thy Mercies Height I prove, 
All the Depth is ſeen in me. Tell, &c. 


4 See a Buſh that burns with Fire 
Unconſum'd amid the Flame! 
Turn alide the Sight © admire 
I the living Wonder am. Tell it, &cs 


s See a Stone that hangs in Air! 
See a Spark in Oceana live! 
Kept alive with Death ſo near, 
] to Gop the Glory give. 

Ever tell—to Sinners tell, 

I am; I am out of Hell. 


108. L. N. 
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( 89 ) 


108. L. M. Watts. 
(Re n3) 
OD is a Name my Soul adores, 
Th' ALMIGHTY THERE, th Bierual nb 


Nature and Grace, with all their Powers, 
Conſeſs tne Lufinite Unknown. 


2 From thy Great Self thy Being fprings3 
Thou art thy own Original, 

Made up of uncreated Things, 

And Selt-ſufticience bears them all, 


3 Thy Voice produc'd the Seas and Spheres, 
Bid the Waves roar, and Planets ſhine; 
But Nothing like Thyſelf appears 
Through all theſe ſpacious Works of thine. 


4 Still reſtleſs Nature dies and grows; 
From Change to Change the Creatures run; 
Thy Being no Succeſſion knows, | 
And all thy vaſt Deſigns are one. 


5 Thrones and Dominions round thee fall, 
And worſhip 1n ſubmiſſive Forms ; 
Thy Preſence Makes this lower Ball, 
'This litile Dwelling-place of Worms, 


6 How ſhall affrighted Mortals dare 
To ſing thy Glory or thy Grace, 
Beneath thy Feet we lie ſo far, 

| And lee but Shadows of thy Face? 


7 Who can behold the blazing Light? 
Who can approach conſuming Flame ? 
L. M. None but thy Wiſdom knows thy Might, 
| None but thy Word can ſpeak thy Name. 
109. C. K. 


(200: ) 
109. C. N. Watts: 
(R. 29.) 


1 TERNAL Wiſdom, thee we praiſe, 
Thee the Creation fings : 
With thy lov'd Name Rocks, Hille, and Sear, 
And Heaven's high Palace rings. | 


2 Thy Band, how wide it ſpread the Sky | 
How glorious to behoid ! 
Tivg'd with a Blue of heav'niy Dye, 
And ſtarr'd with ſparkling Gold. 


3 Thy Glories blaze all Nature round, 
And ſtrike the gazing Sight, 


Through Skies and Seas, ard ſolid Ground, 


With Terror and Delight. 


4 Infinite Strength, and equal Skill, 
Shine through the Worlds abroad; 
Our Souls wich vaſt Amazemet.t fill, 
And ſpeak the Builder Gov. 


£ But ſtill the Wonders of thy Grace 
Our {otter Pathons move; by 
Pity divine in TEsvs' Fece 
We lee, adore, and love. 


110. L. M. 


(R. 31.0 


, HY Ways, O Los p, with wiſe Deſign, 
75 Are ftam'd upon thy Throne above, 
And ev'ry dark or bending Line 
Meets in the Centre of thy Love, 


2 With 


. 


With feeble Light, and half obſcure, 
Poor Mortals thy Arrangements view, 
Not knowing that the leaſt are ſure, 
And the Mytterious juſt and true. 


3 Thy Flock, thy own peculiar Care, 
Though now they ſeem to roam uney'd, 
Are led or driven only where 
They beit and ſateſt may abide, 


4 They neither know nor trace the Way, 
But, truſting to thy piercing Eye, 
None of their Feet to Ruin ſtray, 

Nor ſhall the weakeſt fail or die, 


5 My favou'd Soul ſtall meekly learn 
To lay her Reaſon at thy Throne; 
Too weak thy Secrets to diſcern, 

I'll iruſt thee for my Guide alone, 


ae, 


1d, 


111, C. M. Steele. 
(KR. 32.) 
ORD, when our raptur'd Thought ſurveys 


Creation s Beauties o'er, 
AlN ature joins to teach thy Praiſe, 
And bid our Seuls adore. 


2 Where'er we turn our gazing Eyes, 
Thy radiant Footſteps ſhine ; 
Ten Thouſand pleaſing Wonders rife, 
And ſpeak their Source divine. 


ign 
x. 3 The hving Tribes, of countleſs Forms, 
In Earth, and Sea, and Air; 
The meuneit Flies, the ſmalleſt Worms, 
With Ainighty Pow'r declare. 


4 Thy 


(Ys ) 


4 Thy Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Goodneſs, Lon p, 3 
in all thy Works appear: | 55 

Ard O! let Man thy Praiſe record, \ 
Man, thy diſtinguiſh'd Cate I 
5 From thee the Breath of Life be drew 4 
That Breath thy Pow'r maintains Ba 
Thy tender Mercy, ever new, L 
His brittle Frame ſuſtains, T 
6 Yet nobler Favours claim his Praiſe, 1 ;T 
Ot Reaſon's Light poſſeſs'd; T 
By Revelation's brighteſt Rays, 2 
Still more divinely bleſs'd. T 
7 Thy Providence, his conſtant Guard, 6A 
When threat'ning Woes impend; 0 
Or will ch' impending Dangers ward, At 
Or timely Succours lend, At 
8 On us that Providence has ſhone 7 £ 
With gentle ſmiling Rays; 5 14 

O, may our Lips and Lives make known = 


Thy Goodneſs and thy Praiſe! 


112. L. N. 
(R. 33.) | 
ROUGH all the various ſhifting Scene 
Of Life's miſtaken II] or Good, 


Thy Hand, O Gov, conducts unſeen 
The beautiful Viciſſitude. 


2 Thou giveſt with paternal Care, 
Howe'er unjuſtly we complain, 
To each their neceſſary Share 
Of Joy and Sorrow, Health and Pain. 


: h 


"4 Truſt 


(--93- ) 


3 Truſt we to Youth, or Friends, or Pow'r, 
Fix we on this terreſtrial Ball? | 
When molt ſecure, the coming Hour, 

If thou ſee fit, may blaſt them all. 


4 When loweſt ſunk with Grief and Shame, / 
Fill'd with Affliction's bitter Cup, 
Loſt to Relations, Friends, and Fame, 
Thy pow'rtul Hand can raiſe us up. 


Thy pow'rful Conſolations chear, 

Thy Smiles erect th' afflicted Head; 
Thy Hand can wipe away the Tear 

That ſecret wets the widow'd Bed. 


6 All Things on Earth, and all in Heav'n, 
On thy eternal Will depend, 


And all for greater Good were giv'n, 
And all ſhall in thy Glory end. 


+ This be my Care; to all beſide 

Indiff' rent let my Withes be; 

© Paſſion, be calm; and dumb be Pride: 
And fix'd, O God, my Soul on thee.” 


Acai ö. 


113. C. M. Cocuper. 
(R. 3a. 


(rm moves in a myſterious Way, 
dene His Wonders to perform; 
He plants his Footſteps in the Sea, 
And rides upon the Storm. | 


et. te ad, 2 at. i 


Deep in unfathoinable Mines 
Of never-failing Skill, 
He treaſures up his bright Deſigns, . 
And works his ſov'reign Will. = 


Truſt = 


| ( 94) 
3 Ye fearful Saints, freſh Courage take ; 
The Clouds ye fo much dread 


Are big with Merey, and ſhall bieak 
In Bleſſings on vour Head, 


4 Judge not the Lox p by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt him for bis Grace; 
Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a ſmiling Face. 


5 His Purpoſes will ripen faſt, 


Unfolding ev'ry Hour; 
The Bud may have a bitter Taſte, 
But ſweet will be the Flow'r. 


Blind Unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his Work in vain; 
God is his own Interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 


114. "tag N. Beddome, 
(R. 35.) 


I REAT Gop of Providence! thy Ways 


Are hid from mortal Sight ; 
W rapt in impenetrable Shades, 
Or cloth'd with dazzling Light, 


2 The wond'rous Methods of thy Grace 


Evade the human Eye; 
The nearer we attempt t approach, 
The farther off they fly. 


3 But in the World of Bliſs above, 
Where thou doſt ever reign, 
Theſe Myſt'ries ſhall be all unveil'd, 
And not a Doubt remain, 


” 


. 

4 The Sun of Righteouſneſs ſhall there 
His brighteit Beams diſplay, 
And not a hov'ring Cloud obſcure 

That never-ending Day. 
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115. L. M. Cruttenden, 
(R. 41.) | 


1 HAT jarring Natures dwell within, 
Imperfect Grace, remaining Sin! 
Nor this can reign, nor that prevail, 


Though each by Turns my Heart aſſail. 
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2 Now I complain, and groan, and die, 
Now raiſe my Songs of Triumph high, 
Sing a rebellious Paſſion ſlain, 

Or mourn to feel it live again. 


ee 
— Ef 


; One happy Hour beholds me rife, 

Borne upwards to my native Skies, 
While Faith aſſiſts my ſoaring Flight 

To Realms of Joy, and Worlds of Light, 


4 Scarce a few Hours or Minutes roll, 
Ere Earth reclaims my captive Soul: 
feel its ſympathetic Force, | 
And headlong urge my downward Courſe, 


5 How ſhort the Joys thy Viſits give! 

How long thine Abſence, Lox, I grieve! 
What Clouds vbſcure my riſing Sun, 

Or intercept its Rays at Noon! 


Again the Spirit lifts his Sword, 
And Pow'r divine attends the Word; 
| teel the Aid its Comforts yield, 
Aud vanquiſh'd Paſſions quit the Field. 


"he 5 7 Great 


7 Great Gop, aſſiſt me through the Fight, 
Make me triumphant in thy Might ; 
Thou the deſponding Heart canſt raiſe, 

The Vict'ry mine, and thine the Praiſe, 


r 


(R. 43. 


T OW precious 1s the Book divine, 
By Inſpiration giv'a ! 
Bright as a Lamp its Doctrines ſhine 
To guide our Souls to Heav'n. 


2 It ſweetly chears our drooping Hearts 
In this dark Vale of Tears ; 
Lite, Light, and Joy, it fill imparts, 
And quells our riſing Fears. 


3 This Lamp, through all the tedious Night 


Of Lite, ſhall guide our Way, 
Till we behold the clearer Light 
Of an eternal Day. 


117. Co M. Cowper. 
| N. 51.) 


I Ne Strength of Nature can ſuffice 
To ſerve the Loxp aright; 
And what ſhe has ſhe miſapplies, 
For want of clearer Light. 


2 How long beneath the Law I lay 
In Bondage and Diſtreſs! | 
I toil'd the Precept to obey, , 

But toil'd without Succeſs. - 


3 Then 


hen 


6 


3 Then to abſtain from outward Sin 
Was more than I could do; 
Now, if I feel its Power within, 

I feel I hate it too. 


4 Then all my ſervile Works were done 


A Righteouſneſs to raiſe; 
Now, freely choſen in the Son, 
1 freely chooſe his Ways, 


5 What ſhall I do, was then the Word, 
That I may worthier grow ? 
What ſhall I render to the Lox D? 
Is my Enquiry now, | 


6 To ſee the Law by CaurisT fulfill'd, 
And hear his pardoning voice 
Changes a Slave into a Child, 
And Duty into Choice. 


118 P. M. Cowpers 


(K. 53.) | 
1 128 in ancient Days, | 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a Blaze, 
But learn'd the Goſpel too; 
The Types and Figures were a Glaſs, 
In which they ſaw the Saviour's Face, 


2 The Paſchal Sacrifice, 
And blood-beſprinkled Door, 
Seen with enlighten'd Eyes, 
And once apply'd with Power, 
Would teach the Need of oth er Blood, 
To reconcile an angry Gov, 


3 The 
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( 98 ) 
3 The Lamb, the Dove, ſet forth 


His perfect innocence 
Whoſe Blood of matchleſs Worth, 
Should be the Soul's Defence; 
For he who can for Sin atone, 
Muſt have no F ailings of his own, 


4 The Scape-goat on his Head 
The People's Treſpaſs bore, 
And to the Deſert led, 

Was to be ſeen no more: 
| In him our Surety ſeem'd to ſay, 


© Behold I bear your Sins away.“ 


5 Dirt! in his Fellow's Blood, 
The living Bird went free; 
The Type well underſtood, 
Expreſs'd the Sinner's plea; 
Deſcrib'd a guilty Soul enlarg'd, 
And by a Saviour's Death diſcharg'd, 


6 Jesus, I love to trace 
Throughout the ſacred Page 
The Footſteps of thy Grace, 
The ſame in eve age 

O grant that I may faithful be 
To clearer Light, vouchſaf'd to me. 


( R. 57.) 


; rows ye the Trumpet, blow 

The gladly ſolemn Sound! 
Let all Ss nations know 

To earth's remoteſt Bound, 

The Year of Jubilee is come; 


Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home. 
2 Exalt 


— ——— — — — —-? 


119, Altered by Toplady. & Fre ty 


(W93 
Exalt the Lamb of Gon, 
The Sin atoning Lamb ; 
Redemption by his Blood 
Thro' all the Lands proclaim ; 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


> Ye, who have ſold for Nought 
The Heritage above; 
Shall have it back, unbought, 
The Gift of J=$us' Love; 

The Year of Jubilee is come; 


Ye Slaves of Sin and Hell, 

Your Liberty receive 

And ſafe in Jzsvs dwell, 

And bleſt in Jesvs live: 
The Year of Jubilee 1s come; 0 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home. 


5 The Goſpel Trumpet hear, 
The News of pardoning Grace: 
Ye happy Souls, draw near, 
Behold your Saviour's Face: 

The Year of Jubilee is come; 

Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


Issus our great High Prieſt 
Has full Atonement made; 
Ye weary Spirits reſt ; 
Ye mournful Souls be glad! 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home. 


121 


1 
* 


Af _ 

— 2 N T 4 
> A CE mes F < 2 ” * —. yu — 

. KIT; = = I — 1 rr 1 9 —— 
- - w 2 Ss pj 705 2 | he 1 „ FS, 4 2 — 
ä — ane BY 8 12 — re 8 

* 20 " 32 1 * 2 a eee 5 . 3 Kd — OTE * * Wb 

hy 4 - 2 N NCR — - * ys 1 ” 2 2 4 . . W 7 28. ao — — — 5 
4 "4 4 8 - „ * ꝙ 2, 3 = wn U " 4 

. 8 
55 
= . 


iz 


EE 


„ 
e e ee 
- 2 — wg NA , 1 Ry, * 


— 
3 2. nr 
5 Ne Ge Ro 
— * n 
. 


( 
220, Toplady. 
(K. 62.) 


1 OW happy are we 
H Our Election who ſee, 


And venture, O Lord, for Salvation on 
thee! 
In Jzsus approv'd, 
Eternally lov'd 
Upheld by thy Power we cannot be mov'd, 


2 *Tis ſweet, to recline 
On the Boſom divine, 
And experience the Comforts peculiar to 
thine : | 
While, born from above, 
And upheld by thy Love 
With Singing and Triumph to Zion we 
move, 


: 
: 
. 
N 


Our ſeeking thy Face 
Was all thy Grace, 
_ Thy mercy demands and ſhall have all the 
praiſe, 
No Sinner can be 
Beforehand with thee, 
Thy Grace is preventing, almighty, and 


free. 


: 2 22 2. RF 7 


4 Our Savior and Friend, 
His Love ſhall extend, 
It ger, no Beginning, and never ſhall 
en 
Whom once he receives 
His Spirit ne'er leaves, 
Nor ever repents of the Grace that he 
* 


This 


yP A 


1 


This Proof we would give, 
That thee we ſ receive, | 
Thou art precious alone to the Souls that 
believe. 

Be precious to us! 

All beſide is as Droſs, EY 
Compar'd with thy Love and the Blood of 
thy Croſs, 


Part the Second, 


6 Yet, one Thing we want, 
More Holineſs grant! 
For more of thy Mind, and thine Image 
we pant; 
Thine Image impreſs 
On thy favorite Race, 
O faſhion and poliſh thy veſſels of Grace, 


7 Thy Workmanſhip we 
More fully would be, 

Los, ſtretch out thy Hand, and conform 
us to thee; +: 

While onward we move 

_ To Canaan above, : 

Come, fill us with Holineſs, fill us with 
Love, | 


We 


the 


nd 


8 Vouchſafe us to know 
all More of thee below, 
Thus ft us for Heaven, and Glory beſtow 
Our Harps ſhall be be tun'd, 
The Lamb ſhal! be crown'd ; 
he Salvation to Jesus thro' Heaven ſhall re- 
ſound. . 
his 5 3 - = 


| 
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121. I. M. Beddome. 
| K. 63. ) 
HO ſhall condemn to endleſs Flame 
The choſen People of our Gov? 


Since in the Book of Life their Names 
Are fairly writ in Jzsv's Blood, 


2 He for the Sins of all the Elect, 
Hath a complete Atonement made 
And Juſtice never can expect 


That the ſame Debt ſhould twice be paid, 


3 Not Tribulation, Nakedneſs, 
The Famine, Peril, or the Sword; 
Not Perſecution, or Diſtreſs, 

Can ſeparate from Cux1sT the Loxp. 


4 Not Life, nor Death, nor Depth nor Height, 
Nor Powers below, nor Powers above: 
Not preſent Things, nor Things to come, 
Can change his Purpoſes of Love, 


5 His ſovereign Mercy knows no End, 
His Faithfulneſs ſhall till endure ; 
And thoſe who on his Word depend, 
Shall find his Word for ever ſure. 


* 122. Olive rs 


R. 66. ) 


1 1 Gop of Abram praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd above; 
Ancient of everlaſting Days, 
And Gop of Love! 
Jznovall 


VAI 


2 


4 


tay } 


Jenovan, great I AM! 
By Earth and Heaven confeſt, 


I bow and bleſs the ſacred Name, 


For ever bleſs'd. 


The God of Abram praiſe, 


At whoſe ſupreme Command, 


From Earth I riſe, and ſeek the Joys 


At his right Hand. 
I'd all on Earth forſake, 
Its Wiſdom, Fame and Power; 
And him my only Portion make, 


My Shield and Tower. 


The'Gop of Abram praiſe, 
Whoſe all-ſufficient Grace 
Shall guide me all my happy Days, 
In all his Ways: 
He calls a Worm his Friend! 
He calls Himſelf my Gop! 
And he ſhall ſave me to the End, 
Thro' Jesv's Blood. 


He by Himſelf hath ſworny 

I on his Oath depend, 
I ſhall, on Eagles' Wings up- -borne, 

To Heaven aſcend : 

I ſhall behold his Face, 

I ſhall his Power adore; 
And ſing the Wonders of his Grace 
Forevermore ? 


1 
Part tlie Second. 


Tho' Nature's Strength decay, 
And Earth and Hell withſtand; 
To Canaan's Bounds I urge my way 
At Gop's Command:  _ 
The watery Deep I pats, 
With Jesvsin my View, 
And thro” the howling Wilderneſs 
My Way purſue, 


© The goodly Land I ſee, 
With Peace and Plenty bleſt ; 
The Land of Sacred Liberty, | =. 
And endleſs Reſt, | 11 

There Milk and Honey flow, 5 
And Oil and Wine abound; | 
The Trees of Life for ever grow, 1 
With Mercy crown'd. 


to 


7 There dwells the Loxp our King, 
Ihe Lox our Righteouſneſs ; 
Triumphant o'er the World and Sin, 
The Prince of Peace, | | 
On Sion's ſacred Height 3 
His Kingdom ſtill maintains; 
And glorious, with his Saints in Light, 
For ever reigns. | 


8 The ranſom'd Nations bow, 4 
Before the Savior's Face, 
Joyful their Crowns they throw, 
O'erwhelm'd with grace : 
He ſhews his Prints of Love; 5 


They kindle to a Flame, | 
And ſound thro? all the Worlds above, 
The ſlaughter'd Lamb,” | 
. 9 Tho 


( 103 ) 

g The whole triumphant Hoſt 
Give Thanks to God on High; 

4% Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt !'? 

They ever cry. — 

Hail Abram's Gop and mine 
I join the Heavenly Lays: 

All Might and Majeſty are thine, 

And endleſs Praiſe. 
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123. L. M. Dr. S. Stennett. 


(K. 72.) 
1 Is finiſh'd, ſo the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bow'd'his Head and died. 
Tis finiſh'd yes, the Race is run, 
The Battle fought, the Victory won. 


2 *Tis finiſh'd—all that Heaven decreed, 
And all the ancient Prophets ſaid | 
Is now fulfill'd, as was deſign'd, 
In me the Saviour of Mankind, 


3 'Tis finiſhed—Aaron now no more 
Muſt ſtain his Robes with purple Gore: 
The ſacred Veil is rent in twain, 
And Jewiſh Rites no more remain. 


4 *Tis finiſh'd—this my dying Groan. 
Shall Sins of every kind atoue : 
Millions ſhall be redeem'd from Death, 
By this my laſt expiring Breath. 


5 Tis finiſh'd—Heav'n is reconcil'd, 
And all the Powers of Darkneſs.ſpoil'd: 
Peace, Love, and Happineſs again 
Return and dwell with ſinful Men. a 

| FF. : 


{ 266 } 


Tis finiſh*d—let the joyful Sound 
Be heard thro? all the Nations round: 
*Tis finiſh*d—let the Echo fly 
Thro' Heaven & Hell, thro' Earth & Sky. 


124, Chatham Tune, Toplady, 


(R. 74.) 
Thou, who didſt thy Glory leave 
Apoſtate Sinners to retrieve 
From ä — s deadly Fall, 
If thou haſt bought me with a Price, 
My Sins againſt me ne'er ſhall riſe 
For thou haſt borne them all. 


2 And waſt thou puniſh'd in my Stead? 
Didſt thou without the City bleed 
To expiate my Stains? 
On Earth my Gov vouchſaf'd to dwell, 
And made of infinite Avail, 
The Sufferings of the Man. 


3 And waſt thou for Tranſgreſſors given ? 
And did the incarnate King of Heaven 
For us his Foes expire ? 
Amaz'd, O Earth, the Tidings hear! 
He bore, that we might never bear, 
His Father's righteous Ire, 


4 Ye Saints, the Man of Sorrows bleſs, 
The Gov, for your Unrighteouſneſs 
Deputed to atone : 
Praiſe, *till with all the ranſom'd Throng 
Ye ſing the never-ending Song, 
| And ſee him on his Throne. | 
; 125. E. M, 


11 
125, C. M. Toplady's Collection. 


(K. 77.) 
1 HAT: mighty J=svs ; how divine 


Is thy victorious Sword! 
The ſtouteſt Rebel muſt reſign, 
At thy commanding Word. 


2 Deep are the Wounds thy Arrows give; 
They pierce the hardeſt heart: 
Thy Smiles of Grace the ſlain revive, 
And Joy ſucceeds to Smart, 


3 Still gird thy Sword upon thy Thigh, 
Ride with majeſtic Sway : 
Go forth, ſweet Prince, triumphantly, 
And make thy Foes obey, 


4 And, when thy Victories are complete; 
When all the choſen Race 
Shall round the Throne of Glory meet, 
To fling thy conquering Grace; 


I 5 O may my humble Soul be found 
a Among that favor'd Band! 
And I, with them, thy praiſe will ſound 
Throughout ImmanutL's Land. 


126. L. . „ Collection. 


3 Dn thy Blood and Righteouſneſs 

ng My Beauty are, my glorious Dreſs; 

| Midſt flaming Worlds in theſe array'd, 
With Joy ſhall I lift up my Head. 

N. F 6 2 
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2 When from the Duſt of Death I riſe 
To take my Manſon in the Skies, 
Even then ſhall this be all my Plea, 

« Jzsus hath LIv'p and dy'd for me.“ 


3 Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great Day, 

For who Aught to my Charge ſhall lay ? 
While thro? thy Blood abſolv'd I am, 
From Sin's tremendous Curſe and Shame, 


4 Thus Abraham the Friend of God, 
Thus all the Armies bought with Blood, 
Saviour of Sinners thee proclaim, | 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 
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5 This ſpotleſs Robe the ſame appears 
When ruin'd Nature ſinks in Years: 

No Age can change its glorious Hue, 
The Robe of CHRIS is ever new. 


6 O! let the dead now hear thy Voice, 
Bid, LoxD, thy baniſh'd Ones rejoice, 
Their Beauty this, their glorious Dreſs, 
Jzsvs, the Lord our Righteouſneſs, - 
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127. Preſident Davis, 
(R. 85.) 


1 Reat God of Wonders! all thy Ways 
Are matchleſs, Godlike, and divine; 

But the fair Glories of thy Grace 

More Godlike and unrival'd ſhine: 

Who is a pardoning Gov like thee? 

Or who has Grace ſo rich and free P. 0 
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2 Crimes of ſuch Horror to forgive, 


Such guilty daring Worms to ſpare, 
That is thy grand Prerogative, 

And none ſhall in the Honor fhare. 
Who is a pardoning God like thee? 
Or who has Grace fo rich and free ? 


3 Angels and Men, reſign your Claim 


To Pity, Mercy, Love and Grace; 
Theſe Glories crown Jehovah's Name 
With an incomparable Blaze. 

Who is a pardoning God like thee? 
Or who has Grace ſo rich and free ? 


| 4 In Wonder loſt, with trembling Joy, 


We take the Pardon of our Gon, 
Pardon, for Crimes of deepeſt Dye, 
A Pardon ſeal'd with ]zsu's Blood. 
Who is a pardoning Gov like thee? 
Or who has Grace ſo rich and free? 


5 O may this ſtrange this matchleſs Grace, 
This Godlike Miracle of Love 

Fill the wide Earth with grateful Praiſe, 
And all the angelic Choirs above! 

Who is a pardoning Gop like thee ? 

Or who has Grace ſo rich and free 5 


128. L. M. Stogdon. 
(R. 90.) 


As if the LoxD Was loth to ſave, 
Or lov'd to ſee us drench'd in Tears, 
And ſink with Sorrow to the Grave ? 


2 Does 


WIG re mean theſe jealouſies & Fears, 


— 


0 


2 Does he want Slaves to grace his Throne! 
Or rules he by an iron Rod? 

Loves he the deep deſpairing Groan ? 

Is he a Tyrant, ora Gop? 


3 Not all the Sins which we have wrought 
So much his tender bowels grieve, 
As this unkind injurious Thought, 
That he's unwilling to forgive. 


4 What though our Crimes are black a 
Night 
Or glowing like the crimſon Morn, 
IMmAaxUEL's Blood will make them white, 
As Snow thro” the pure AÆther borne, 


Lo xp, 'tis amazing Grace we own, 

And well may Rebel-worms ſurpriſe, 
| But was not thy incarnate Son 

A moſt amazing Sacrifice ? 


6 * I've found a Ranſom,” ſaith the Long, 
„No humble Penitent ſhall die;“ 
Lox, we would now believe thy Word, 


And thy unbounded Mercies try, 


129. C. M. Cowper, 
(K. 98.) 
1 O For a cloſer walk with Gon, 


| A calm and heavenly Frame; 

A Light, to ſhine upon the Road 
That leads me to the Lamb, 

5 | 2 Where 


"N 


S 


Fe 


Zne? 


Where 


61 5 


» Where is the Bleſſedneſs I knew 
When firſt I ſaw the LoRD; 
Where 1s the Soul-refreſhing View, 
Of Jesvus, and his Word? 


3 What peaceful Hours I then enjoy'd! 
How ſweet their Memory ſtill! 

But now find an aching Void, 
The World can never fill. 


4 Return, O holy Dove, return 
Sweet Meſſenger of Reſt! 
I hate the Sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my Breaſt, 


z The deareſt Idol I have known, 
Whate'er that Idol be, 


Help me to tear it from thy Throne, 
And worſhip only thee. 


6 So ſhall my Walk be cloſe with Gon, 


Calm and ſerene my Frame; 


So purer Light ſhall mark the Road 


That leads me to the Lamb, 


130. Toplady, 
(R. 107.) 


1 HEE, Father, we bleſs 
Whoſe diſtinguiſhing Grace 
Selected a rope to ſhew forth thy praiſe ; 


Nor 1s thy love known FE 


By Election alone; a 
For, O] thou halt added the Gift of thy Son. 
2 The 


Cabs 3 


2 The Goodneſs in vain 
We attempt to explain, 
Which found and accepted a Ranſom for 


Great SURETY of thine, 


| Men, 


Thou didſt not decline Deſign; 1 ( 
To concur with the Father's moſt graciou k 
3 To Jx5vs our Friend l 
Our Thanks ſhall aſcend, End. 
Who ſaves to the utmoſt, and loves to the 2 8. 
Our Ranſom he paid! 
In his Merit array'd [ made, if T 


We attain to the glory for which we were 


Sweet Se1R1T of Grace, 

Thy Mercy we blets | [ Peace; 
For thy eminent ſhare in the council of 

Great Agent divine, 

To reſtore us is thine, [ ſhine, 


And cauſe us afreſh in thy Likeneſs to 
5 O Gov, tis thy Part 


To convince and convert; 
To give a new Life, and create a new Heart: 
By thy preſence and Grace 
We're upheld in our Race, [ Davs, 
And are kept in thy Love to the end of our 


6 FATHER, SP1R1T, and Sox, 
Agree thus in One, own; ny 
The Salvation of thoſe he has mark'd for his W 


Let us too agree 


To glorify THERE | | Gr; 
Thouineffable Oxz, thou adorable TuREF T. 
And 


131. C. M. 
(R. 109.) 
8 Gong 
Jus Is finiſh'd, and complete; | 
| He paid whate'er his people ow'd, 
And cancell'd all their Debt. 
nd, 


the 2 Salvation now ſhall be my Stay, 
% A Sinner {av'd,” I'll cry; 
de. Then gladly quit this mortal Clay, 


Ws For better Joys on high. 
132, S. M. 
ice; 
Bof (R. 111.) 
f RACE; 'tis a charming Sound! 
* Harmonious to the Ear! 


Heaven with the Echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the Earth ſhall hear, 


art: I Grace firſt contriv'd a Way 
To ſave rebellious Man, 

And all the Steps that Grace diſplay, 

Vhich drew the wonderous Plan. 


8 ['Twas Grace that wrote my Name 

In Gop's eternal. Book: 
9 Twas Grace that gave me to the Lamb 
Who all my Sorrows took. | 


| Grace led my roving Feet 
1REFs To tread the heavenly Road; 
And new Supplies each Hour I meet 


While preſling on to Gon, | 


5 Grace 
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5 [Grace taught my Soul to pray, 6 


And made my Eyes o'erflow : 
*Twas Grace which kept me to this Day, 
And will not let me go.] 


6 Grace all the Work ſhall crown, 
Thro' everlaſting Days; 7 
It lays in Heaven the topmoſt Stone, 
And well — the Trnule. 


133» C. M. Dr. Watts's Lyric Poems, 8 
(KR. 212) | 


ATHER, how wide thy Glory ſhins 
How high thy Wonders riſe! | Sign 
„ through the Earth by thoulan 
By thouſands thro” the Skies, 


2 Part of thy name divinely ſtands 
| On all thy Creatures writ, 
They ſhew the Labor of thine Hands, 


Or impreſs of thy Feet. 


To ſave rebellious Worms, 
Where Vengeance and Compaſſion join g 


: 
3 But when we view thy ſtrange Aalen 
In their divineſt Forms; 0 


4 Our thoughts are loſt in reverend Awe, 
We love and we adore; 


The firſt Arch-Angel never ſaw 
So much of Gov before. 


Nor dares a Creature gueſs 
Which of the Glories brighteſt ſhone, 


1 

V 

C 

5 Here the whole Deity is known, 3 L 
A 

The Juſtice or the Grace, Ts 
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| (20g +) 
6 When Sinners broke the Father's Laws, 
The dying Son atones , 
O, the dear Myſteries of his Croſs! 
The Triumph of his Groans! 


7 Now the full Glories of the Laws 
Adorn the heavenly Plains; 
Sweet Cherubs learn ImmanueL's Name, 
And try their choiceſt Strains, 


8 O may I bear ſome humble Part, 
In that immortal Song ! | 
Wonder and Joy ſhall tune my Heart, 
And Love command my Tongue, 


134. Helmſley Tune, Altered by Toplady, 
(R. 11g.) 1 


1 8 ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, ſick and ſore! 
Jesus ready ſtands to ſave you, 
Full of Pity join'd with power: 
He is able, 8 
He is willing. Doubt no more! 


* 


8 Come, ye Thirſty, come and welcome; 
God's free Bounty glorify: 
True Belief and true Repentance, 
Every Grace that brings us nigh— 
Without Money, 
Come to Jesus CHRIST, and buy, 


3 Let not Conſcience make you linger, 
Nor of Fitneſs fondly dream: 
All the Fitneſs, he requireth, 
Is to feel your Need of him; 
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This he gives you, 
* Tis his SIRII's Tiling Beam: 


4 Come, ye Weary, heavy Laden, 
Loſt and ruin'd by the Fall 
If you tarry till you're better, 
You will never come at all: 
Not the Righteous, 
Sinners Jzsus came to call, 


5 View him proſtrate in the Garden; 
On the Ground your MAKER lies! 
On the bloody Tree behold him; 
Hear him cry, before he dies, 
6 It 15FinisH'D:; 
Sinner, will not this ſuſſice ? 


6 Lo, th' incarnate Gon, aſcended, 


Pleads the Merit of his Blood; 
Venture on him, venture wholly, 
Let no other Truſt intrude ; 

None but ]zsus 


Can do helpleſs Sinners good. 


7 Saints and Angels, join'd in Concert, 
Sing the Praiſes of the Lau: 
While the bliſsful Seats of Heaven 
Sweetly echo with his Name, 
Hallelujah ! 
Sinners, here, may ſing the ſames 


135. IL. M. Fawcett, 
[(R. 129.) | 


Fflicted Saint to CHRIST draw near 
Thy Sav1our's gracious Promiſe hear; 
| His 


{ 48:1 


His faithful Word declares to thee, | 
That as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be. 


Let not thy heart deſpond and ſay, 

| + How ſhall I ſtand the trying Day?“ 
He has engaged by firm Decree, 

That as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be, 


gz Thy Faith is weak, thy Foes are ſtrong 3 
And if the Conflict ſhould be long; 

Thy LoxD ſhall make the Tempter flee : 
For as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be. 


Should Perſecution rage and flame, 

Still truſt in thy Redeemer's Name ; 

In fiery Trials thou ſhalt ſee, 
That as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be. 


When call'd to bear the weighty Croſs, 
Or ſore Afflictions, Pain, or Loſs, 

Or deep Diſtreſs, or Poverty, 

| Still as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be. 


b When ghaſtly Death appears in View, 
Car1st's Preſence ſhall thy Fears ſubdue 5 
He comes to ſet thy Spirit free, 
And as thy Days, thy Strength ſhall be, 


| 136. C. M. Medley. 
(R. 129.) 


Ortals awake, with Angels join, 
And chaunt the ſolemn Lay; 
Joy, Love and Gratitude combine 
To hail th' auſpicious Day, 


ear 
hear; 


His 


(- 2x8} 


2 In Heaven the rapturous Song began, 

And {weet Seraphic Fire . 
Thro' all the ſhining Legions ran, 
And ſtrung and tun'd the Lyre, 


g Swift thro” the vaſt Expanſe it flies, 
And loud the Echo roll'd ; 
The Theme, the Song, the Joy was great, ] 
*Twas more than Heav'n could hold, 


4 Down thro? the Portals of the Sky, p 
Th' impetuous Torrent ran; T} 
And Angels flew with eager joy 7 H. 


To bear the News to Man. 


5 [ Wrapt in the Silence of the Night, 
Lay all the eaſtern World, 

When burſting, glorious, heavenly Light 
The wonderous Scene unfurl'd, ] 


6 Hark ! the cherubic Armies ſhout, 
And Glory leads the Song : 
Good-will and Peace are heard throughout 
The harmonious heavenly Throng, 


7 [O for a Glance of heavenly Love 
Our Hearts and Songs to raile ; 
Sweetly to bear our Souls above 
And mingle with their Lays. ] 


8 With Joy the Chorus we'll repeat 
_ Glory to God on high: | 
Good-will and Peace are now complete, 
Jeſus was born to die, 


9 Hail prince of Life, for ever hail! 


Redeemer, Brother, Friend! 
Tho 


jut 


te; 


Tho 


( 


Tho! Earth and Time, and Life ſhould fail, 
Thy praiſe ſhall never end. | 


137. 8. 7. Robinſon, 
(R. 132.) 
IGHTY Go, while Angels bleſs 
| thee | 
May an Infant liſp thy Name? 
| Lox of Men as well as Angels, 
Thou art every Creatures Theme, 


Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Amen, 


> Loxp of every Land and Nation, 

Ancient of eternal Days; 

Sounded through the wide Creation 

Be thy juſt and lawful Praiſe, Hal, 


For the Grandeur of thy Nature 

Grand beyond a Seraph's Thought, 

For created Works of Power, [ Hal, 
Works with Skill and Kindneſs wrought, 


For thy Providence that governs 

| Thro' thine Empire's wide Domain; 
Wings an Angel, guides a Sparrow, 
Bleſſed be thy gentle Reign, Hal, 


But thy rich, thy free Redemption, 
Dark thro' Brightneſs all along; 
Thought is poor, and poor Expreſſion, 
Who dare ſing that awful Song? Hal 


Brightneſs of the Father's Glory, 
Shall thy Praiſe unutter'd lie? 
fly my Tongue ſuch guilty Silence! 
ding the LoD who came to die. Hal. 
7 Did 


( 120 ) 1 


» Did Archangels ſing thy Coming ? 
Did the Shepherds learn their Lays? 


Shame would cover me ungrateful, 


Should my Tongue refuſe to Praiſe. Hal. 


8 From the higheſt Throne in Glory, 
To the Croſs of deepeſt Woe ; 
All to ranſom guilty Captives, 


Flow my Praiſe for ever flow, _ Hah 


9 Go return immortal Saviour, 

| Leave thy Footſtool, take thy Throne 
Thence return, and reign for ever, 
Be the Kingdom all thine own, 
Hallelujah, &c, 


138. C. M. Dr. Doddridge. = 


(R. 134.) 


1 ARK, th 
H ET comes, 
The Savior promis'd long! 


Let every Heart prepare a Throne, 
And every Voice a Song, 


e glad Sound! the Saviour 


; 
2 On him, the Spirit, largely pour'd, 
Exerts its ſacred Fire; 

Wiſdom and Might, and Zeal and Love 
His holy Breaſt inſpire, 


9 He comes the Priſoners to releaſe, 

In Satan's Bondage held; 

The Gates of Braſs before him burſt, 
The Iron Fetters yield. 


4 Be 


lal, 


710ur 


ove 


4 He 


Gan) 
4 He comes from thickeſt Films of Vice, 
To clear the mental Ray; | 


And on the, eyes oppreſt with N ight, 
To pour celeſtial Day. | 


; He comes the broken Heart to bind, \ 
The bleeding Soul to cure; | 
And, with the Treaſures of his Grace, 

T' inrich the humble Poor. | 


Our glad Hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy Welcome ſhall proclaim ; 
And Heaven'seternal Arches ring 
With thy beloved Name. 


189. Sevens. 
(N. 4415) 


„ ( , the Lord is riſen To-day, 
Sons of Men and Angels ſav, 
Raiſe your Joys and Triumphs high, 
Sing, ye Heavens, and Earth reply, 


2 Love's redeeming Work is done, 
Fought the Fight, the Battle won: 
Lo! the Sun's Eclipſe is o'er, 
Lo! he ſets in Blood no more. 


3 Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal, 
Cuxisr hath burſt the Gates of Hell: 
Death in vain forbids his Riſe, | 
CHR1sT hath open'd Paradiſe. 


4 Lives again our glorjous King, 3 
Where, O Death, is now thy Sting? 
G | Once 


* 
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( -122 1 
Once he dy'd our Souls to ſave; 
te Where's thy Victory, boaſting Grave? 


Soar we now where CurtsT has led, 
Following our exalted Head: 

Made like him, like him we riſe, 
Ours the Croſs, the Grave, the Skies, 


What tho' once we periſh'd all, 
Partners of our Parents Fall ; 
Second Life let us receive, 

In our heavenly Adam live. 


Hail the Lord of Earth and Heaven! 4 
Praiſe to thee by both be given! 
Thee we greet triumphant now, 
Hail! the Nn ori thou. 


140 I. M. 


CK. 143. ) 


HEN I the holy Grave ſurvey, 


v ; Where once: my Savior deign'd - 
I ſee fulfill'd what Prophets ſay, [to lie; 


And all the Power of Death efy. 


2 This empty Tomb ſhall now proclaim 

How weak the Bands of conquer'd Death: 3 
Sweet Pledge, that all who truſt his Name, 

Shall riſe, and draw immortal Breath! 


[Our Surety, freed, declares us free, 

For whole fences he was ſeiz'd: 4 
In his Releaſe, our own we ſce, | | 
And ſhout to view Jznovay pleas'd. 7 


3 Jx5vs 


35 
4 J sus, once number'd with the dead, 
Unſeals his Eyes to ſleep no more; 


And ever lives, their Cauſe to plead, 
For whom the Pains of Death he bore. 


5 Thy riſen Loxv, my Soul behold; 
See the rich Diadem he wears! 
Thou too ſhalt bear an Harp of Gold, 
To crown thy Joy when he appears. 


6 Tho' in the Duſt I lay my Head, 
Yet, gracious. God, thou wilt not leave 
My Fleſh for ever with the dead. 
Nor loſe thy Children in the Grave. 


141. T. M. Weſlty's Collection. 


K. 145.) 


1 UR Lon is riſen from the dead, 
Our Jxsus is gone up on high; 
The Powers of Hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the Portals of the Sky. 


2 There his triumphal Chariot waits, _, 
And Angel's chaunt the ſolemn Lays” 
Lift up your Heads, ye heavenly Gates! 
« Ye everlaſting Doors give way!“ 


3 Looſe all your Bars of maſly Light, 
And wide unfold the radiant Scene; 
h! He claims thoſe Manſions as his Right, 
: Receive the King of Glory in. 


4 * Who is the King of Glory, who?” , 
The Lex that all his Foes e'ercame, 
d.] The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o'erthrow 
And Jesvs is the Cortqueret's Name. i 
1 2 0 
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46) _ 

5 Lo! his triumphal Chariot waits, 
And Angel's chaunt the ſolemn Lay, 
& Lift up your Heads, ye heavenly Gates! 
6 Ye everlaſting Doors give way!” 


6 ( Who is the King of Glory, who?” 
The Lorp of boundleſs Power poſſeſt, 
The King of Saints and Angels too, 
Gop over all, for ever bleſt! | 


142 As the 248th, Dr. Doddridge. 


(K. 146.) 


1 YE immortal Throng 
Of Angels round the Throne, 
Join with our feeble Song | 
To make the Savior known ; 
On Earth ye knew _ 
His wonderous Grace, 
His beauteous Face 
In Heaven ye view. 


2 Ye ſaw the Heaven-born Child 
In human Fleſh array'd. 
Benevolent and mild. 
While in the Manger laid: 
And Praiſe to Gop, 
And Peace on Earth, 
For ſuch a Birth, 
Proclaim'd aloud, 


Ve in the Wilderneſs | | 7 
Beheld the Tempter ſpoil'd, 
Well known in every Dreſs 
In every Combat foil'd; 1 

n 


And 


Their own Redeemer's Praiſe : 


( 125) 
And joy'd to crown 
The Victor's Head, 
When Satan fled 


Before his Frown. 


Around the bloody Tree 
Ye preſs'd with ſtrong Deſire, 


That wonderous Sight to ſee, 


The Loxp of Life expire; 
And, could your Eyes 
Have known a Tear, 
Had dropp'd it there 
In ſad Surpriſe, 


Around his ſacred Tomb. 

A willing Watch ye keep: 

Till the bleſt Moment come 

To rouſe him from his Sleep: 
Then roll'd the Stone, 
And all ador'd | 
Your riling Loxr, 
With Joy unknown, 


When all array'd in Light 


The ſhining Conqueror rode, 


Ye hail'd his rapturous Flight 
Up to the Throne of Gop; 
And wav'd around 
Your golden Wings, | 
And ſtruck your Strings 
Of ſweeteſt Sound, 


The warbling notes purſue, 
And louder Anthems raiſe; 
While Mortals ſing with you 


And 


( 126) 


And thou, my Heart, 
With equal Flame, 
And Joy the ſame, 
Perform thy Part. 


143 Madan's Collection. 


(R. 149.) 


: RE [OICE, the Lox is King, 
Your God and King adore ; 

Mortals give Thanks and ſing, 

And triumph evermore! 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 

Rejoice aioud, ye Saints, rejoice. 


Rejoice, the Savior reigns, 

The Gop of Truth and Love; 
When he had purg'd our Stains, 

He took his Seat above: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints, rejoice, 


His Kingdom cannot fail, 

He rules o'er Earth and Heaven; 1 
The Keys of Death and Hell 

Are to our Ix sus given: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints, rejoice. 


He all his Foes ſhall quell, 

Shall all our Sins deſtroy; 

And every Boſom ſwell 

With pure ſeraphic Joy: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints: rejoice. 


8 5 Rejoice 1 


we 
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(127) | 
z Rejoice in glorious Hope, 
J=sus the Judge ſhall come, 
And take his Servants up. - 
To their eternal Home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' Gag ard s Voice, 
The TN of Cop ſhall ſound, * 
| 


144 IT. M. Steele. 


CR. 152. ) 


E lives, the great Redeemer lives, 
(What Joy the bleſt Aſſurance gives!) 

And now before his Father Gov, | 
Pleads the full Merit of his Blood, 


2 Repeated Crimes awake our Fears, 
And Juſtice arm'd with Frowns appears; 
But in the Sav1or's lovely Face 
Sweet Mercy ſmiles, and all is Peace. 


3 Hence then, ye black deſpairing Thoughts, 
Above our Fears, above our Faults 
His Powerful Interceſhons riſe, 
And Guilt recedes, and Terror dies. 


4 In every dark diſtreſsful Hour, 
When Sin and Satan join their Power ; 
Let this dear Hope repel the Dart, 


That Jesvs bears us on his Heart. 


5 Great Advocate, almighty Friend— 
On him our humble Hopes depend: 
Our cauſe can never, never fail, - 

For JEsus pleads and mult prevail, 


G 4 


(128 ) 
345. C. Af. Toplady. 
(R. 133-) 


1 WAKE, ſweet Gratitude, and ſing 
| Th' aſcended Savior's Love: j 
Sing how he lives to carry on 


His People's Cauſe above. 


2 With Cries and Tears he offer'd up 
His humble Suit below: 
But with Authority he aſks, 
Enthron'd in Glory now. 


3 For all that come to Gos by him, 
Salvation he demands; 
Points to their Names upon his Breaſt, 
And ſpreads his wounded Hands. 


4 His ſweet atoning Sacrifice 
Gives Sanction to his Claim: 
„ Father, I will that all my Saints 
„ Be with me where I am: 


5 By their Salvation, recompence 
*« The Sorrows I endur'd ; 
„ Juſt to the Merits of thy Son, 
And faithful to thy Word ;” 


6 Eternal Life, at his Requeſt, 
Io every Saint is given: 
Safety on Earth, and, after Death, 
The Plenitude of Heaven. 


Founded on Right, thy Prayer avails, 
The Father {miles on thee; La 


( 129 


And now thou in thy Kingdom art 
Dear Lox, remember me. 


$ Let the much Incenſe of thy Prayer 
In my Behalf aſcend; 

And as its Virtue, ſo my Praiſe, 

Shall never never end, | | 


* 


146. As the 104th, Hart. 


(R. 168.) 


o HE Fountain of CuRISH 
Lord help us to ling, 
The Blood of our Prieſt, 
Our crucify'd King: 
The Fountain that cleanſes 
From Sin and from Filth, 
And richly diſpenſes 
Salvation and Health. 
2 This Fountain ſo dear 
He'll freely mpart; | 
When pierc'd by the Spear, 
It flow'd from his Heart 
With Blood and with Water, 
The Firſt to atone, 
To cleanſe us the latter; 
The Fountain's but one. 


3 This Fountain from Guilt 
Not only makes pure 
And gives, ſoon as felt, 
Infallible Cure ; 
SZ 


1 
(190) 
But if Guilt removed, 
Return and remain, | 
Its Power may be proved. 
Again and again. 
This Fountain unſeal'd 
- Stands open for all 
Who long to be heal'd, 
The great and the ſmall : 


Here's Strength for the weakly 


That hither are led; 
Here's Health for the ſickly, 
And Life for the dead. 


This Fountain tho' rich, 
From Charge is quite clear, 
The poorer the Wretch 
The welcomer here: 
Come ncedy, and guilty, 
Come loathſome, 1 bare ; 
Tho? lep'rous and filthy, 
Come juſt as you are. 


This Fountain in vain 
Has never been try'd, 
It takes out all Stain 

_ Whenever apply'd: | 
The Fountain flows {weetly 

With Virtue divine, 

To cleanſe Souls completely, 
Tho? lep'rdus as mine. 


2 


cey. 


(1921) 


Re C. M. . 
(R. 169.) 
HERE is a Fountain fill'd with Blood 


A Drawn from Immanuer's Veins; 
And Sinners plung'd beneath that Flood, 
Looſe all their guilty Stains, 
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2 The dying Thief rejoic'd to ſee 
That Fountain in his Day ; 
O may I there, tho” vile as he, 
W all my Sins away! 


A 
» W 


2 


Dear tving Lamb, thy precious Blood 
Shall never loſe its Power, 
Till all the ranſom'd Church of Gov 
Be ſav'd to fin no more. 


—— an L 1 — — 1 8 * 2 * 
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4 E'er ſince, by Faith, I faw che Stream, 
* flowing Wounds ſupply, 
Redeeming Love has been my Theme, 
And ſhall be till I die. 


bs 
Het 
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5 But 3 this liſ ping Rammering Tongue, 


Lies ſilent in the Grave, 
Then in a nobler, ſweeter Song 
I ling thy Power to ſave, 
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{ 132) 
148. C. M. Perronett. 


(K. 177.) 
Angels. 


Ae the Power of Jzsvs? "XP y 
Let Angels proſtrate fall : 
Bring forth the royal Diadem, 

And crown him Lox of all. 


* 


Martyrs. 

2 [Crown him, ye Martyrs of our Gov, 
Who from his Altar call : 

Extol the Stem of Jeſſe's Rod, 
And crown him Lozp of All.] 


Converted 2 

3 [Ve choſen Seed of Iſrael's Race, 
A Remnant weak and ſmall; 

Hail him who ſaves you by his Grace, 
And crown him Lozp of All. 


Believing Gentiles, | 

4 Ye Gentile Sinners, ne'er forget 
The Wormwood and the Gall; 

Go—ſpread your Trophces at his Feet, 
And crown him Lory- of All, 


Sinners of every Age. 
5 (Babes Men, and Sires, who know his Love, 
Who feel your Sin and Thrall, 
Now joy with all the Hoſts above, 
And crown him Loxd of All.] 
Sinners 


6 Le 


v4 


(433) 


1 


Sinners of every Nation. 
6 Let every Kindred, every Tribe 
On this terreſtrial Ball, 
To him all Majeſty aſcribe, 
And crown him Lox of All, 


149. L. M. Steele. 


(R. 181.) 8 ii 
W Sins and Fears prevailing riſe, = 1. 


And fainting Hope almoſt expires ; 
ſzsus, to thee I lift mine Eyes, | 
To thee I breathe my Soul's defires, 


2 Art thou not mine, my living Loxp ? 
And can my Hope, my Comfort die, 
Fix'd on thy everlaſting Word, 

That Ward which built the Earth and Sky? 


+ If my immortal Savior lives, 
Then my immortal Life is ſure ; 
His Word a firm Foundation gives, 
Here, let me' build, and reſt ſecure, 


4 Here, let my Faith unſhaken dwell, 
Immoveable the Promife ſtands; 
Nor all the Powers of Earth or Hell, 
Can e'er diſſolve the ſacred Bands. 


Here, O my Soul, thy Truſt repoſe; 
If Jesvs is for ever mine 
Not Death itſelf, that-laſt of Foes, 
Shall break a Union ſo divine. 


150. C. My 


1 
| 


(134) 
150. C. M. | 
(R. 189.) 5 


1 JESUS, fince thou art ſtill To- day 
As Yeſterday the ſame; 

Preſent to heal, in me diſplay 
The Virtue of thy Name. 


2 Since {till thou go'ſt about to do 
Thy needy Creatures good; 
On me, that I thy Praiſe may ſhew, 

Be all thy Wonders ſhew'd. 


LeyEeR. 


3 Now Lox, to whom for help I call, 
Thy Miracles repeat ; | 
With pitying Eye behold me fall, 
A Leper at thy Feet. 


14 Loathſome, and vile, and ſelf-abhorr'd, 
I ſink beneath my Sin; | 
But if thou wilt, a gracious Word 
Of thine, can make clean, 


Dear Ax D Duns, 


5 Thou ſeeſt me deaf to thy Commands, 

Open, O Loxd! mine Ear; | 

Bid me ftretch out my withered Hands, 
And lift them up in Prayer, 


6 Silent, (alas } thou know'ſt how long) 


My Voice I cannot raiſe ; | 
But O ! when thou ſhalt looſe my Tongue, 
The Dumb ſhall ſing thy Praiſe. 


9 LAME» 


( 135) 
LAME. 


Lame at the Pool I ſtill am ſeen, 
Waiting to find Relief ; | 
While many Others venture in, 


And waſh away their Grief. 


Now ſpeak my Mind, my Conſcienceſound, 
Give, and my Strength employ ; 

Light as an Hart, my Soul ſhall bound, 
The Lame ſhall leap for Joy. 


Brix, 


[f chan, my Gov, art paſling by | 
O! let me find thee near; r 

ſzesvs in mercy hear my Cry, 
Thou Son of David, hear! 


d See, I am waiting in the Way, 

| For thee the heavenly Light ; 
Command me to be brought, and ſay, 
Sinner, receive thy Sight. 


PoSSESSED, 


Caſt out thy Foes, and let them till, 
To thy great Name ſubmit; _ 
Cloath with thy Righteoſneſs, and heal, 

And place me at thy Feet. 


From Sin, the Guilt, the Power, the Pain, 

Thou wilt relieve my Soul; Ep 

_ Lond, I believe, and not in vain, 
For thou wilt make me whole, 

| | 151. 


AMI: 


(186) - 
151. Toplady. 2p 4 
(R. 195.) i 
OCK of Ages, ſhelter me, 
1 Let me hide myſelf in thee; 
Let the Water, and the Blood, 
From thy wounded Side which flow'd, 


Be of Sin the double Cure, 
Cleanſe me from its Guilt and Power. 


2 Not the Labor of my Hands, = 
Can fulfil thy Law's Demandsz 
Could my Tears for ever flow,' 

All for Sin could not atone, * 
Thou muſt ſave, and thou alone, 


3 Nothing in my Hand I bring, 

Simply to thy Croſs I cling ; 
Naked come to thee for Drefs : 
Helpleſs, look to thee for Grace; 


Black, I- to the Fountain AY 6 E: 
Waſh me, Savior, or 1 die! a 
4 White I draw this fleeting Breath, 7 : 


When my Eye-Strings break in Death, 
When I ſoar to Worlds unknown, 
See thee on thy Judgement Throne, 
Rock of Ages, ſhelter me, 
Let me hide myſelf in thee. 
152. C. M. Toplady. 
| 1 
(KR. 200.) ] 
2 *TESUS, immutably the ſame, 5 
Thou true and living Vine, 


Around thy all- ſupporting Stem, 
My feeble Arms I twine. 
l | 2 Quicken'd 


(197) 
| Ouickentd by thee, and kept dee 


I flouriſh and bear Fruit: 
My Life I from thy Sap derive, 
My Vigor from thy Root. 


> Grafted in thee, by Grace alone, 
In Growth I daily riſe, 
And rais'd on this Foundation-Stone 
My Top ſhall reach the Skies. 


4 | can do Nothing without 8 3 

My Strength is wholly thine: 

Wither'd and barren ſhould 1 be, 
If ſever'd from the Vine. 


5 Upon my Leaf, when parch' d with Heat, 
Refreſhing Dew ſhall drop, 
The Plant which thy Right-Hand hath ſet, 


Shall ne'er be rooted up. 


6 Each Moment water'd by thy 10 
And fenc'd with Power divine, 

Fruit to eternal Life ſhall bear 
The feebleſt branch of thine, 


159. L; M. Cennick, 


(R. 201.) 


ESUS, my all to Heaven is gone, 

He whom 1 fix my Hopes upon; 
His Track I ſec, and I'll purſue 
The narrow Way till him I view, 


2 The 


2 The (Way the holy Prophets went, 
The Road that toads from Baniſhmen 
The King's Highway of Holineſs 
I'll go, for all his Paths are Peace. 


3 This is the Way J long have ſought, 
And mourn'd becauſe I found it not; 
My Grief, my Burden long has been, 
Becauſe I could not ceaſe from Sin, 


4 The more I ſtrove againſt its Power, 
I finn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 
Till late I heard my Savior ſay, 
Come hither Soul, I am THE Way,” 


5 125 ! glad I come, and thou bleſt Lamb, 


:Shalt take me to thee as I am; 
Nothing but Sin I thee can give, 
Nothing but Love ſhall I receive. 


6 Then will I tell to Sinners round, 
What a dear Savior T have found; 
I'll point to thy redeeming Blood, 


And ſay, © BEHOrTD THE way To GOD“ 
| - 


154. C. M. Toplady, 
— (R. 204.) 5 
1 6 with CuRISsT, in all beſide 
f No Comelineſs I fee;. | 
The one Thing needful, deareſt Lov, 


Is to be one with thee, 


2, The 


( | 
The Senſe of thy expiring Love 
Into my Soul convey : | 
Thyſelf beſtow ; for thee alone 
My ALL IN ALL I pray. 


; I 
Leſs than Thyſelf will not ſuffice, 
My Comfort to reſtore: .. 
More than Thyſelf 1 cannot crave ;. 
And thou canſt give no more. 


Lov'd of my Gos, for him again 
With Love intenſe I'd burn: 

Choſen of thee e'er:Time began, 
I'd chuſe thee in return. 15 


Whate'er conſiſts not with thy Love, 
O teach me to reſign; 

Im rich to all th* Intents of Blifs, 
if thou, O God, art mine, 


1 188. . ih. 3.—. | 
(R. f. : 
OME gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With Light and Comfort from above; 
tze thou our Guardian, thou our Guide, 
Oer every Thought and Step preſide. 


Conduct us ſafe, conduct us far 

from every Sin and hurtful Snare; | 
Lead to thy, Word that Rules muſt give, 
And teach us Leſſons how to live. 


mb, 


The Light'of Truth to us display, 
And make us know and chooſe thy Way; 
Flant holy Fear in every Heart, 


That we from Gov may ne'er-depart.. . 


The 4 Lead 


( 140) ' 


4 Lead us to Holineſs, the Road 3 But 
That we muſt take to dwell with Gop : In 
Lead us to CnRIST, the living Way, No 
Nor let us from his Paſtures ſtray, L f 

5 Lead us to Gov, our final Reſt, 4 If 
In his Enjoyment to be bleſs'd; E' 
Lead us to Heaven, the Seat of Bliſs, In 
Where Pleaſure in Perfection is. At 

156. Z. M. Toplady. 4 
| 
(R. 212.) G. 
1 A Anchor laid, remote from Home, A 
A Toiling I cry, ſweet Spirit, come! 
Celeſtial Breeze, no longer ſtay, 
But ſwell my Sails, and ſpeed my Way! 

1 Fain would I mount, fain would I glow, Ml. 
And looſe my Cable from below: | 
But I can only ſpread my Sail; | 
Trov, THou mult breathe th 'auſpicious Wil 

Gale ! | 1 ql 
157. L. M. Bentley's Collection. 
[IX. 21g.) | 

1 C TAY, thou inſulted Spirit, ſtay, 

Though I have done thee ſuch Deſpite, 
- Caſt not a Sinner quite away, | 
Nor take thine everlaſting Flight : 
2 Though I have moſt unfaithful been 4 


Of all, whoe'er thy Grace receiv'd, 

Ten thouſand Times thy Goodneſs feen, 
Ten thauſand Times thy Goodneſs i 1 
p | | 3 u 


| (6141) 


gz But O! the chief of Sinners ſpare, 
In Honor of my great High-Prieſt ; 
Nor in thy righteous Anger ſwear 

I ſhall not ſee thy People's Reſt. 


If yet thou canſt my Sins forgive, 1 
Fen now, O Lok p, relieve my Woes3 
Into thy Reſt of Love receive, | 
And'bleſs me with a calm Repoſe. 


Een now my weary: Soul releaſe, |, 
And raiſe me by thy gracious Hand“ 
Guide me into thy perfect Peace, 

And bring me to the promis d Land. 


158. S. M. Beddome. 
| (R. 217.) | 


: PAITH ! — "tis a precious ce, 
Where'er it is beſtow'd! : 
It boaſts of a celeſtial Birth, 
And is the Gift of Goo! 


Jesus it owns a King, 
An All-atoning Prieſt, 

It claims no Merit of its own, 
But looks for All in Cus1sT, 


3 To him it leads the Soul, 
When fill'd with deep Diſtreſs 3 
Flies to the Fountain of his Blood, 
And truſts his Righteouſneſs, 


4 Since 'tis thy Work alone, 
And that divinely free; 
Loxp, ſend the Spirit of thy Son 
To work this Faith in me. 


ious 


£ 


ite, 
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2 6 6 M, 


(142) 
| 159 C. M. D. Turner. 
(R. 218.) 
Furz adds new Charms to earthly Bl 


And ſaves me from its Snares: 


Its Aid in every Duty brings, l 
And ſoftens all my Cares. d 

2 Extin uiſhes the Thirſt of Sin, 
And lights the ſacred Fire A 

Of Love to Gov, and heavenly Thing 

And feeds the pure Deſire. 1 
3 The wounded Conſcience knows its Pow 
The healing Balm to give; A 

That Balm the ſaddeſt Heart can cher 
And make the Dying live. 8 
4 Wide it unveils celeſtial Worlds, A 
Where deathleſs Pleaſures reign ; 

And bids me ſeek my Portion —_ 
Nor bids me ſeek in vain : 31 
5 Shews me the precious Promiſe, ſeal'd 1 
| With:the Redeemer's Blood ; 

And helps my, feeble Hope to reſt \ 

Upon, a faithful Gop.. 
6 
6 There, there unſhaken would I reſt, 
Till this vile Body dies; 
And then on Faith's triumphant . 4 \ 
At once to * _ 
! ; „ / 


. 1 4 . BY. 
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—_ 
160. New Jeruſalem Tune. 7od/s 4s 
(R. 220.) : "OY 


EW with Clouds of Diſtreſs, 
Juſt ready all Hope to reſign, 
pant for the Light of thy Face, 

And fear it Will never be mine: 
Diſhearten'd with waiting ſo long, 

L fink at thy Feet with my Load, 
All-plaintive I pour out my Song, 

And ſtretch forth my Hands unto Gov 


2 Shine; Lox», and my Terror ſhall ceaſe; 

The Blood of Atonement apply; 

And lead me to JESUS, for Peace, 5 
The Rock that is higher than I: 

Speak, Savior, for {weet is thy Voice; 
Thy Preſence is fair to behold ; 

Attend to my Sorrows and Cries, 
My Groanings that cannot be told, 


3 If ſometimes I ſtrive as I mourn, 
My Hold of thy Promiſe to keep, 
The Billows 'more fiercely return, 
And plunge me again in the 0 
While harraſs'd and caſt from thy Sight, 
he Tempter ſuggeſts with a Roar, 
“The Loxp has forſaken thee quite; 
Thy Gow will be gracious no more.“ 


4 Yet Lo xp, if thy Love hath deſfign'd. 
No Covenant Bleſſing for me, 
Ah, tell me, how is it I find 
Some Pleaſure in waiting for thee ? 


(144) 


Almighty to reſcue thou art; 
Thy Grace is my only Reſource; 
If e'er thou art Lo RD of my Heart, 
Thy Spirit muſt take it by Force. 


E 4 5 , 
1561. Chatham Tune. Ii, 1 
' CY; JEFF? x. -4 ; ' N 
Se Tapes (R. 221.) | 


1 ROM whence this Fear and Unbellef! 
L Halſt thou O Father, put to Grief 
Thy ſpotleſs Son for me? 
And will the righteous Judge of Men 
© 'Condemn me for that Debt of Sin, 
Which, Lob, has charg'd on thee! 


2 Complete Atonement thou haſt made, 
And to the utmoſt Farthing paid 
Whate'er thy People ow'd; 
How then can Wrath on me take place Y 
If ſhelter'd in thy Righteouſneſs, 
And ſprinkled with thy Blood? © ( 


3 [If thowhaſt my Diſcharge procur'd, 
And freely in my Room endur'd | 
The whole of Wrath divine; 3.1 
Payment Gop cannot twice demand, 
Firſt, at my bleeding Surety's Hand, 

And then again at mine] 


4 Turn then, my Soul, unto thy Reſt; 
The Merits of thy great High-Prieſt 
Speak Peace and Liberty ; 
Truſt in his efficacious Blood; 
Nor fear thy Baniſhment from Goo, 
Since Jesvs dy'd for thee, 


5 162 
\ 
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e; | 162. Toplady. 
(K. 2294) 


„ 1 A Debtor to Mercy alone, 
Of Covenant Mercy I ſing; 
Nor fear with thy Righteouſneſs on, 
My Perſon and Offerings to bring; 


f The Terrors of Law, and of Gop, 
With me can have nothing to do: 
n My Savior's Obedience and Blood, 
Hide all my Tranſgreſſions from View. 
e! | | 
2 The Work which kis Goodneſs began, 
5 The Arm of his Strength will complete; 
His Promiſe is Yea and Amen, | 
And never was forfeited yet : 


8 Things future, nor Things that are now, 
| Not all Things below , nor above, 
Can make him his Purpoſe forego, 


Or ſever my Soul from his Love. 


My Name from the Palms of his Hands, 
Eternity will not eraſe; 
Impreſs'd on his Heart it remains, 
In marks af indelible Grace; 
Yes, I to the End ſhall endure, 
As ſure as the Earneſt is given ; x 
More happy, but not more ſecure, 


The glorify'd Spirts in Heaven, 


"Ty 


(146 ) 
163. L. M. Cowper, 
(R. 241.) 
4 HEN Darkneſs long has veil'd my 7 


Mind, 
And ſmiling Day once more appears; 
Then, my Redeemer, then I find 
The folly of my Doubts and Fears, 


2 I chide my unbelieving Heart, 
And bluſh that I ſhould ever be 


Thus prone to act ſo baſe a Part, N 
Or harbor one hard Thought of thœe! 

3 Ollet me then at length be taught A 

(What I am ſtill ſo flow to learn :) I, 
That Gop is Love, and changes not, 
Nor knows the Shadow of a Tury. 

4 Sweet Truth, and eaſy to repeat! & 
But when my Faith 1s ſharply try'd, IT 
I find myſelf a Learner yet, 
Unſkilful, weak, and apt to ſlide. | 

5 1 


5 But, O my Loxpy, one Look from thee 
' Subdues the diſobedient Will; W 
Drives Doubt and Diſcontent away, 


And thy rebellious Worm is ſtill. 


6 Thou art as ready to forgive, 
As I' am ready to repine ; A; 
Thou, therefore, all the Praiſe receive; 
Be Shame, and Self-abhorrence, mine. 


164. 
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164. C. M. Fawcett, 


{R. 245.) 


HY Way, O Gov, is in the Sea, 
Thy Paths I cannot trace; 
Nor comprehend the Myſtery 

Of thy unbounded Grace. 


? Here the dark Veils of Fleſh, and Sense, 
My captive Soul ſurround; 
Myſterious Deeps of Providence, 
My wondering Thoughts confound, 


z When 1 behold thy awful Hand, 
My earthly Hopes deſtroy ; 
In deep Aſtoniſhment I ſtand, 
And aſk the Reaſon, why > 


4 As through a Glaſs I dimly ſee, 

The Wonders of thy Love ; 
7 How little do I know of thee, 
Or of the Joys above: 


z Tis but in part, I know thy Will: 
0 I bleſs thee for the Sight; 
When will thy Love the Reſt reveal 
In Glory's clearer Light? 


b With Rapture ſhall I then ſurvey 
Thy Providence, and Grace, 
LE And ſpend an everlaſting Da 
4 In Wonder, Love and Praiſe 


164. H 2 166. | 


( 448 ) 


165. C. M. Ryland, Jun. 
(R. 248. ) 


1 O LORD, I would delight in thee, 
And on thy Care depend ; 
To thee in every Trouble flee, 
My beſt, my only Friend, 


2 When all created Streams are dry'd, 
— Fulneſs is the ſame; 
| May I with this be ſatisfy'd, 
And glory in thy Name. 


3 Why ſhould the Soul a Drop bemoan 
Who has a Fountain near, J 

A Fountain which will ever run 
With Waters ſweet and clear. : 


4 No Good in Creatures can be found, 
But may be found in thee ; 
I muſt have all Things and abound, 
While Gop is Gop to me, 


5 O that I had a ftronger Faith 
To look within the Veil, 
To credit what my Savior ſaith, 
Whoſe Word can never fail. 


6 He that has made my Heaven ſecure 
Will here all Good provide : 
While CnrisrT is rich can I be poor, 


Who am his much-lov'd Bride. 


— 


Ha 
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. O Lord, 


( 149 } 


„0 Lon p, I caſt my Care on thee, 
[ triumph and adore ; 
Henceforth my great Concern ſhall be 
To love and pleaſe thee more, | 


166. Sevens. Newton, 


IS a Point I long to know, 
Oft it cauſes anxious Thought; 
Do I love the Lok, or no? 
Am I his, or am I not? 


2 If I love, why am I thus? 
Why this dull and lifeleſs Frame ? 
Hardly, ſure, can they be worſe 
Who have never heard his Name, 


3 Could my Heart ſo hard remain, 
Prayer a Taſk and Burden prove; 
Every Trifle give 'me Pain, 

If I knew a Savior's Love ? 


4 When I turn my Eyes within, 
All is dark, and vain, and wild 
Fill'd with, Un et and Sin, 
Can I deem myſelf a Child? 


3 If I pray, or hear, or read, 
Sin 1s mix'd with all I do; 
You that love the Lorp indeed, 
Tell me, is it thus with you ? 


re 


Lord, H 3 | 6 Yet | 


| 


{ wo; 


6 Yet I mourn my ſtubborn Will, 
Find my Sin a Grief and Thrall ; 
Should I grieve for what I feel, 
If I did not love at all ? 


Could I joy his Saints to meet, 
Chooſe the Ways I once abhorr'd; 
Find, at Times, the Promife ſweet, 
If 1 did not love the Loxn r 


Logo, decide the doubt ful Caſe! 
Thou who art thy People“ s Sun; 


Shine upon thy Work of Grace, 
If it be indeed begun. 


Let me love thee more and more, 
If I love at all, I pray; 
If I have not lov'd before, 
Help me to begin 'To- _ 


Fo BY 2 
D AR Lon p, how bitter is the Cup, 


Thy gracious Hand deals out to me! 
But cheerfully I'll drink it up, 


That cannot hurt which comes from thee, 


Daſh it with thine unchanging Love, 
Let not a Drop of Wrath be there; 
The Saints for ever bleſs'd above, 
Were often moſt aiflictęed here, 


3 From 


8 


rom 
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From Jz5svs, thy incarnate Son, 
I'll learn Obedience to thy Will; 


And humbly kiſs the chaſtening Rod, 


When its ſevereſt Strokes 1 feel. 


263, Sevens, Dr. Stennet, 
| (R. 270.) 


1DLATH FER, at thy Call I come ; 


In thy Boſom there is Room 
For a guilty Soul to hide, | 
Preſs'd with Grief on every Side. 


2 Here I'll make my piteous Moan ; 


Thou canſt underſtand a Groan : 
Here my dins and Sorrows tell; 
What I feel thou knoweſt well. 


s$ Ah! how fooliſh I have been, 


To obey the Voice of Sin, 
To forget thy Love to me, 
And to break my Vows to thee, 


4 Darkneſs fills my trembling Soul, 


Floods of Sorrow o'er me roll : 
Pity, Father, pity me; 
All my Hope's alone in thee. 


5 But, may ſuch a Wretch as I, 


Self-condemn'd and doom'd to die, 
Ever hope to be forgiven, _. | 
And be {miled upon by Heav'n? 


1 
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6 May I round thee cling and twine, 
Call myſelf a Child of thine, 
And preſume to claim a Part 
In a tender Father's Heart ? 


7 Yes, I may, for I eſpy 

Pity trickling from thine Eye: 

»Tis a Father's Bowels move, 
Move with Pardon and with Love: 


8 Well I do remember too, | 
What his Love hath deign'd to do; 
How he ſent a Savior down, 

All my Follies to atone, 


9 Has my elder Brother died ? 
And is Juſtice ſatisfied ? 
Why, O why ſhould I deſpair 
oO my Father's tender * 


169. C. M. Beddome. 


(K. 274.) 
TY , O my Soul, why weepeſt thou? 


Tell me from whe arife 
Thoſe briny Tears that often flow, 
| Thoſe Groans that pierce the Skies ? 


2 Is Sin the' Cauſe of thy Complaint, 
Or the chaſtiſing Rod? 
Doſt thou an evil Heart lament, 
And mourn an abſent Gov? 


Ss. 3 Load 


. 1 
( 153 — 4 
3 Lo xp, let me weep for Nought but Sin, i 4 
And after None but thee, 12 
And then, I would, O that I — 4 17 
A conſtant Weeper be! 1 
270. C. M. Cowper. 1 
(R. 275.) | 34 
1 HE LORD will Happineſs divine | if 
On contrite Hearts beſtow :: 8 i 
Then tell me, gracious, Gop, is mine 1 
A contrite Heart or no? vill 
2 1 hear, but ſeem to hear in vain,, | id 
Inſenfible as Steel; BUY 
If Aught is felt, 'tis uy Pain- 1 
To find I cannot feel. FI 
3 I ſometimes think myſelf inclin'd | 7 
To love thee, if I could ; I. 
But often feel' another Mind, 1 
Averſe to all that's Good. [ht 
£23 
4 My beſt Deſires are faint and few; 38 
I fain would ſtrive for more; 5 | * 
But when I. cry, © My Strength renew,“ 1308 
Secm weaker than. before, be 
5 Thy 1 are comforted. I know, Wl 
And love thy Houſe of Prayer | 1 
I ſometimes go where Others go, 1108 


But find no Comfort there. 


H 5 


6 O make 


Fr m_ } * 


6 O make this Heart rejoice or ache 3 
Decide this Doubt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break, 
And heal it, if it be. 


171. C. M. Beddome, 1 
CR. 276. 
1) AY Times of Sorrow and of Joy, 2 \ 
| Great Gop, are in thy Hand; 
My choiceſt Comforts come from thee, ; C 
And go at thy Command, 
2 If thou ſhouldit take them all away, 3 N 
Yet would I not repine; 6 
Before they were poſſeſs'd by me, | V 
They were intirely thine, Cd 
3 Nor would I drop a murm'ring Word, 4 Þ 
Though the whole World were gone, 
But feek enduring Happineſs 5 V 
In thee, and thee alone. | 
4 What is the World with all its Store ꝰ ” 05 1 
*Tis but a Bitter-{weet ; _ 
When I attempt to pluck the Roſe, A 
A pricking Thorn I meet, 
s Here perfect Bliſs can ne'er be found, 6 By 
The Honey's mixt with Gall ; 
*Midft changing Scenes and dying Friends, El 


Be thou my All in All. 


1727 
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172. C. M. Cowper, 
(R. 277.) 


Lo RD, my beſt Deſires fulfil, 
And help me to reſign 
Life, Health, and Comfort, to thy Will, 
And make thy Pleaſure mine. 


2 Why ſhould I ſhrink at thy Command, 
Whole Love forbids my Fears? 
Or tremble at the gracious Hand 
That wipes away my Tears? 


3 No, let me rather freely yield 
What moſt I prize to thee ; | 
Who never haſt a Good withheld, 
Or wilt withold from me. 


4 Thy Favor, all my Journey n 
Thou art engaged to grant; 
What elſe I want, or think 1 
*Tis better ſtill to want. 


z Wifdom and Mercy guide my Way, 
Shall I reliſt them both ? + - 
A poor blind Creature of a Day, 
And crufh'd before the Moth! 


6 But ah ! my inward Spirit cries, - 

Still bind me to thy Sway 
Elſe the next Cloud that veils my Skies, 

Drives all theſe Thoughts away, 


H6 = -. 


( 156 ) 


173. C. M. T. Greene, 
R. 279. ) 


2 TT is the Lo RD-enthron'd in Light, 
Whoſe Claims are all divine; 
Who has an undiſputed Right 
To govern me and mane, 


a It is the Loxv—ſhould I diſtruſt, 
Or contradict his Will? i 
Who cannot do but what is juſt, 
And mult be righteous ſtill, 


3 It is the LoxpD—who gives me all 
My Wealth, my Friends, my Eaſe 5 
And of his Bounties may recall 
Whatever Part he pleaſe, 


| 
4 It is the Lox d—who can ſuſtain 
Beneath the heavieſt Load, 
From whom Aſſiſtance I obtain. 
To tread the thorny Road. 


5 It is the Lox Dd—whoſe matchleſs Skill 
Can from Afflictions raiſe 
Matter, Eternity, to fill 
With ever growing-Praiſe. 


6 It is the Loxp—my cov'nant Gon, 
Thrice bleſſed be his Name! 

Whoſe gracious Promiſe ſeal'd with Blood, 

Muſt ever be the ſame.. 


7 His 


„ 


lis 


„ 


7 His Cov'nant 3 my Soul defend, 
Should Nature's Self expire; 
And the great Judge of all deſcend 
In awful Flames of Fire. 


$ And can my Soul with Hopes like theſe, 
Be ſullen, and and repine ? 
No, gracious Gov, take what thou pleaſe, 
I'll cheerfully reign. 


174. CoM. 
(R. 281) 


An muſt I part with all I have, 
My deareſt LORD. for thee ? 
It is but n fince thou. haſt done 
Much more than this for me. 


| 2 Yes let it go—one Look from thee 


Will more than make amends, 
For all the Lofles I ſuſtain 
Of Credit, Riches, Friends, 


3 Ten thouſand Worlds, ten thouſand Lives, 
How worthleſs they appear | 
Compar'd with thee, ſupremely Good, 
Divinely bright _ fair? 


4 Saviour of Souls, could I from thee 

A ſingle Smile obtain, 
Tho” deſtitute of all things elſe, 
I'd glory in my Gain, 


( 233 ) 
175. J. M. Beddome, 
(K. 28g.) 


F Secret Fraud ſhould dwell 
Within this Heart of mine; 
Purge out, O Gop, that curled Leaven, 
And make me wholly thine, 


2 If any Rival there 
Dares to uſurp the Throne, 

0 tear th' infernal Traitor thence, 
And reign thyſelf alone. 


3 Is any Luſt conceal'd? 
Bring it to open View; 

Search, ſearch, dear Lond, my inmoſt Soul, 
And all its Powers renew. | 


17h. L. NM. 
K. 286. 
4 r my unbelieving Fear! 


Let Fear in me no more take Place; 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, . 
He hu des the Brightneſs of his Face: 
But ſhall I therefore let him go, 
And baſely to the Tempter yield? 
No, in the Strength of JIESUVs, nol 
I never will give up my Shield, 


a Altho” the Vine its Fruit deny, 
Altho' the Olive yield no Oil, 
The withering Fig- Tree droop and die, 
The Field clude the Tiller” s Toil; 


2 The 


( 159 ) 


The empty Stall no Herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating Race, 

Yet will I triumph in the Loxp, 
Ine Gop of my Salvation praiſe. 


177. C. M. Beddome, 
(R. 288.) 


E trembling Souls, diſmiſs your Fears, 
Be Mercy all your Theme; 
Mercy, which like a River flows 
In one continued Stream. 


2 Fear not the Powers of Earth, and Hell, 
Gop will theſe Powers reſtrain ; 
His mighty Arm their Rage repel, 
And make their Efforts vain, 


9 Fear not the Want of outward Good, 
He will for his provide ; 
Grant them Supplies of daily Food, 
And give them Heaven beſide. 


4 Fear not that he will e'er forſake, 
Or leave his Work undone ; 
He's faithful to his Promiſes, 
And faithful to his Son. 


5 Fear not the Terrors of the Grave, 
Or Death's tremendous Sting; 


Jle will from endleſs Wrath preſexee 
To endleſs Clary bring. 


— —ů —— 


| 
N 
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6 You in his Wiſdom, Power, and. Grace, 4 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


- een 


May. confidently truſt. ; 


His Wiſdom guides, his Power protetts, 
His Grace rewards the Juſt, 


—— — 
—— 
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178. As the 104th. Newton. 
(R. 290.) 


EGONE Unbelief, 
My Savior is near, 9 
And for my Relief 
Will furely appear: 
By Prayer let me wreſtle, 
And he will perform ; 
With Cuxlisr in the Veſſel, 
I ſmile- at the Storm. 


Though dark. be my. Way, 
Since he is my Guide, 

*Tis mine to obey, 

*Tis his to provide; 

Though Ciſterns be broken, 
And Creatures all fail, 
The Word he has ſpoken. 
Shall ſurely prevail. 


His Love in Time paſt, 
Forbids me to think 

He'll leave me at laſt 

In Trouble to ſink; 

Each ſweet Ebenezer. — — 
I. have in Review, 
Confirms his good Pleaſure 
To help me quite through. 


4 Determin'd 


6 


Determin'd to ſave, 

He watch'd o'er my Path, 
When Satan's blind Slave, 

I ſported with Death; 

And can he have taught me 
To truſt in his Name, 

And thus far have brought nie, 
To put me to Shame? 


Why ſhould I complain 
Of Want or Diſtreſs, 
Temptation or Pain ? 

He told me no leſs: 

The Heirs of Salvation, 

I know from his Word, 
Through much Tribulation 
Muſt follow their Lord. 


How bitter that Cup, 

No Heart can Conceive, 
Which he drank quite up, 
That Sinners might live! 
His Way was much rougher, 
And darker than mine ; 

Did Jesus thus ſuffer, 

And ſhall I repine p 


Since all that I meet 

Shall work for my Good, 
The Bitter is Sweet, 

The Med'cine is Food: 
Though painful at preſent, 

*F'will ceaſe before long, 

And then, O! how pleaſant 

The Conqueror's Song! 
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179. 4 WEL; : 
(R. 303.) 


Let me to thy Boſom fly, 
hile the nearer Waters roll, 
While the Tempeſt ſtill is high; 
Hide me, O my Savior, hide, 
Till the Storm of Life is paſt; 
Safe into the Haven guide: 
O receive my Soul at laſt. 


a Tres Lover of my Soul, 


2 Other Refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs Soul on thee; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 


Still ſupport and comfort me: 
All my Truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 


All my Help from thee I bring; 


Cover my defenceleſs Head 
With the Shadow of thy Wing. 


3 Thou. O Curisr, art all I want; 


All in All in thee I find; 
Raiſe the Fallen, cheer the Faint, 


Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind: 


Juſt and holy is thy Name, 
I am all unrighteoutnels, 
Vile and full of. Sin I am, 


Thou art full of Truth and Grace. 


4 Plenteou! 


= 


5 


nn 
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4 Plenteous Grace with thee is found, 

Grace to pardon all my Sin; 

Let the healing Streams abound ; 
Make, and keep me pure within: 

Thou of Life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee : 

Spring thou up within my Heart. 
Riſe to all Eternity. 


280. TL. M. Beddome, 
(R. 310.) 


i HE wandr'ing Star, and fleeting Winds 
Both repreſent th' unſtable Mind: 
The Morning Cloud, and early Dew, 
Bring our Inconſtancy to View, 


a But Cloud, and Wind, and Dew, and Star, 
Faint and imperfe&t Emblems are; 
Nor can there Aught in Nature be 

So fickle and lo falle as we. 


3 Our outward Walk, and inward Frame, 
Scarce through a ſingle Hour the ſame ; 
We vow, and ſtrait our Vows forget, 
And then theſe very Vows repeat. 


4 We Sin forſake, to Sin return, 
Are hot, are cold, now freeze, now burn; 
In deep Diſtreſs, then Raptures feel, 
We ſoar to Heaven, then {tink to Hell. 


5 With flowing Tears, Lok, we confeſs 
Our Folly, and Unſteadfaltnels ; 
When ſhall theſe Hearts more fixed be, 
Fix'd by thy Grace, and fix'd for thee, 


1tCOu 


181 


3 


7 


( 264 ) 


181. Clarl's Tune. 
(R. 313.) 


1 FESUS, let thy pitying Eye, 
Call back a wand'ring Sheep; 
Talſe to thee, like Peter, I 
Would fain like Peter weep ; 
Let me be by Grace ee 
On me be all its Freeneſs ſhewn, 
Turn and look upon me, Loxp, 


And break my Heart of Stone, ' ] 


H 


2 Savior Prince, enthron'd above, 
Repentance to impart, 
Give me through thy dying Love, 2 6 
The humble contrite Heart; 
Give, what I have long implor'd, & 
A Portion of thy Love unknown; 
Turn and look upon me, Loxp, 
And break my Heart of Stone, Th 


g See me, Savior, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die; 
Life, and Happineſs, and Love, 

Drop from thy gracious Eye: 
Speak the reconciling Word, 
Ps g. thy Mercy melt me down ; 
Turn and look upon me, Lok p, | 

d 
4 


And break my Heart of Stone. 


4 Look 


( 165 ) 


4 Look, as when thy pitying Eye, 
Was clos'd that we might live; 
Father (at the Point to die, 
My Savior gaſp'd) “ Forgive; 
Surely with that dying Word, 
He turns, and looks, and cries, “tis done!“? 
O! my loving, bleeding Loxo, 
This breaks my Heart of Stone. 


18 . AM. 


| (K. 319.) 
| [ATHER, whate'er of earthly Bliſs 
Thy ſov'reign Will denies, 
Accepted at thy Throne of Grace, 
Let this Petition riſe; 
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2% Give me a calm, a thankful Heart, 
% From every Murmur free: 
© The Bleſſings of thy Grace. impart, 
„% And make me live to thee, 
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3 © Let the ſweet Hope that thou art mine, 
% My Life and Death attend; 
% Thy Preſence thro' my Journey ſhine, 
& And crown my Journeys end.“ 


183. LT. M. Newton 


(R. 321.) 
| Aſk'd the Lond that I might grow | 
1 In Faith, and Love, and every Grace 
Might more of his Salvation know, 
And ſeek, more earneſtly his Face. 


2 *'T was 


ok 


( 266 _ } 


2 *Ywas he who taught me thus to pray, 
And he, I truſt, has anfwer'd Prayer; 
But it has been in ſuch a Way, 

As almoſt drove me to Deſpair, 


9 I hop'd that in ſome favor'd Hour, 

At once he'd anſwer my Requeſt ; 
And by his Love's conſtraining Power, 
Subduc my Sins, and give me Reſt, 


4 Inſtead of this he made me feel 
The hidden Evils of my Heart ; 
And let the angry Powers of Hell 
Aſſault my Soul in every Part. 


5 Yea more, with his own Hand he ſeem'd 
Intent to aggravate my Woe ; 
Croſs all the fair Deſigns I ſchem'd, 
Blaſted my Gourds, and laid me low. 


6 Lond, why is this, I trembling cry'd, 
Wilt thou purſue thy Worm to Death ? 
« *Tis in this Way,” the Lord reply'd, 
« I anſwer Prayer for Grace and Faith, 


7 © Theſe inward Trials I employ, 


& From Self, and Pride, to ſet thee free; 


And break thy Schemes of earthly Joy, 
* That thou may'ſt ſeek thy All in me.“ 


1843 


( 167) 


184. L. M. Fawcett, 
(K. 324.) 


IJHus far my Gov hath led me on, 
Aud made his Truth and Mercy 
known; 

My Hopes and Fears alternate riſe, 

And Comforts mingle with my Sighs, 


Through this wide Wilderneſs I roam, 
Far diſtant from my bliſsful Home; 
Lory, let thy Preſence be my Stay, 
And guard me in this dangerous Way, 


Temptations every where annoy, 

And Sins and Snares my Peace deſtroy z 
My earthly Joys are from me torn, 
And oft an abſent GOD I mourn. 


My Soul with various Tempeſts toſs'd, 
Her Hopes o'erturn'd, her Projects crols'd, 
Sees every Day new Straits attend, 

And wonders where the Scene will om 


zs this, dear Lok, that thorny Road, 
Which leads us to the Mount of Gov ? 
Are theſe the Toils thy People know, 
While in the Wilderneſs below ? 


b 'Tis even ſo, thy faithful Lov: 
Doth ail thy Children's Graces prove; 
Tis thus our Pride and Self malt fall, 
That Jz8vs may be All in All, 


3854 


i ated. 
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( 
1853. L. M. Prefident Dawes, 
(R. 331.) 

1 \ \ THAT ſtrange Perplexities arifc ? 


What anxious Fears and Jealouſics? 
What Crowds in doubtful Light appear! 


How few, alas, approv'd and clear ! A 
2 And what am I ?—My Soul, awake, 

And an impartial Survey take: 2 T 

Does no dark Sign, no Ground of Fear, 

In Practice or in Heart appear? F. 


3 What Image does my Spirit bear? 


Is Jzsus form'd, and living there ? 
Say, do his Lineaments divine 
In Thought, and Word, and Action ſhine? 


4 Searcher of Hearts, O ſearch me ſtill; 

The Secrets of my Soul reveal ; 1 
My Fears remove; let me appear 
To Gop and my own Conſcience clear. 80 


Scatter the Clouds, that o'er my Head 

Thick Glooms of dubious Terrors ſpread ? O 

Lead me into celeſtial Day, Ec. 
And, to Myſelf, Myſelf diſplay. on 


6 May I at that bleſs'd World arrive, 
Where Cur15t thro? all my Soul ſhall lire 
And give full Proof that he 1s there, 
Without one gloomy Doubt or Fear. 


186 


( 169 ) 


196. C. M. 

(R. 333.) 
1 REAT God, where'er we pitch our 
* Tent, 


Let us an Altar raiſe; | 
And there with humble Frame preſent 
Our Sacrifice of Praiſe, | 


2 To thee we give our Health and Strength, 
ary While Health and Strength ſhall laſt, 
For future Mercies humbly truſt, 
Nor e'er forget the Paſt, 


197 &. M. 
(R. 336.) 
REAT Gov, now condeſcend 


| To bleſs our rifing Race; 
Is Soon may their willing Spirits bend 
Io thy victorious Grace! 


read 2 O! what a vaſt Delight 
Their Happineſs to fee ! 
Our warmeſt Wiſhes all unite, 
To lead their Souls to thee. 
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| live} Dear Loxp, thy Spirit pour 
Upon our Infant Seed, 

O bring the long'd-for happy Hour 
That makes them thine 1ndeed, 


I 4 May 
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2 Theſe Walls we to thy Honor raiſe, 
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(290  ) 


4 May they receive thy Word, 


Confeſs the Savior's Name; 
Then follow their deſpiſed Lox» 
Through the Baptiſmal Stream, 


5 Thus let our favor'd Race 
Surround thy ſacred Board, 
There to adore thy ſov'reign Grace, 
And ſing their dying LoRD. 


188, T. M. Dr. Doddridge. 


(R. 339.) 


F \REAT Gop, thy watchful Care we 
bleſs, | 

Which guards our Synagogues in Peace; 
Nor dare tumultuous Foes invade, 


To fill our Worſhippers with Dread. 


Long may they echo to thy Praiſe; 
And thou, deſcending, fill the Place 
With choiceſt Tokens of thy Grace, 


3 Here let the great Redeemer reign, 
With all the Graces of his Train; 
While Power divine his Word attends, 


Upon our Foes, and cheer his Friends, ; 
4 And in the great deciſive Day, 
When Gop. the Nations ſhall ſurvey : 
May it before the World appear +4 
That Crowds were born to Glory here. 
| ] 
4 


189. C. M 


„ 
189. C. M. Newton. 
(R. 340.) 


1 23 Shepherd of thy People, hear, 
Thy Preſence now diſplay, | 
+ As thou haſt given a Place for Prayer, 

So give us Hearts to pray. | 


2 Within theſe Walls let holy Peace, 
And Love and Concord dwell, 
Here give the troubled Conſcience Eaſe, 
The wounded Spirit heal. 
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3 Shew us {ome Token of thy Love, 
Our fainting Hope to raile ; 
And pour thy Bleſſings from above 
That we may render Praiſe, 


Ce; 


4 And may the Goſpel's joy ful Sound 
Enforc'd by mighty Grace, 
Awaken many Sinners round, 
To come and fill the Place. 


190. 85 M. J. Stennett. 


(R. 348.) 
G „ A NOTHER d& Days Work is done; 
y Another Sabbath is begun; 
Return, my Soul, enjoy thy Reſt, 
Improve the Day thy Gop has bleſs'd, 


2 Come, bleſs the LoxD, whole Love aſſigns, 
re. So ſweet a Reſt to wearied Minds; 
Provides an Antepaſt of Heaven, 


And gives this Day the Food of Seven. 


1 2 3 O that 


( 172 ) 


3 O that our Thoughts and Thanks may riſe, 


As grateful incenſe, to the Skies; 
And draw from Heav'n that ſweet Repoſe, 
Which none, but he that feels it, knows, 


4 This heavenly Calm, within the Breaſt; 
Is the dear Fledge of glorious Reſt, 
Which for the Church of Goo remains, 
The End of Cares, the End of Pains, 


5 With Joy, great Gop, thy Works we view 
In various Scenes both old and new; 
With Praiſe, we think on Mercies paſt, 
With hope, we future Pleaſures taſte, 


6 In holy Duties let the Day, 

In holy Pleaſures paſs away! 

How ſweet, a Sabbath thus to ſpend, 
In Hope of one that ne'er ſhall end! 


191. L. M. 


(R. 352.) 
"PHONE earthly Sabbaths, Lo Rp, we love, 


But there's a nobler Reſt above; 
To that our labouring Souls aſpire 
With ardent Pangs of ſtrong Deſire. 


2 No more Fatigue, no more D iſtreſs; 
Nor Sin or Hell ſhall reach the Place; 
No Groans to mingle with the Songs, 
Which warble from immortal Tongues. 


3 No rude Alarms of raging Foes; 
No Cares to break the long Repoſe, 


dS 


ca 


1ew? 


love, 


("3 7 
No Midnight Shade, no clouded Sun, 
But ſacred, high, eternal Noon. 


4 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love, 
But there's a nobler Reſt above; 
To that our labouring Souls aſpire 


With ardent Pangs of ſtrong Deſire. 


192. Sevens. 


(K. 354.) 


1 ORD, I cannot let thee go, 
Till a Bleſſing thou beſtow ; 
Do not turn away thy Face, 
Mine's an urgent, preſſing Caſe, 


2 Doſt thou aſk me who I am? 
Ah, my Loxp, thou know'ſt my name! 
Yet the Queſtion gives a Plea, 
To ſupport my Suit with thee, 


3 Thou didſt once a Wretch behold, 


In Rebellion blindly bold, 
Scorn thy Grace, thy Power defy, 
That poor Rebe!, Lord, was J. 


4 Once a Sinner near Deſpair 
Sought thy Mercy-Seat by Prayer; 
Mercy heard and ſet him free, 
Lord, that Mercy came to me, 


5 Many Days have paſs'd ſince then, 
Many Changes I have ſeen; 
Yet have been upheld till now, 
Who could hold me up but thou, 


3 6 Thou 


1 


6 Thou haſt help'd in every Need, 
This emboldens me to plead; 
After ſo much Mercy paſt, 


Canſt thou let me fink at laſt? 


7 No—I muſt maintain my Hold, 
"Tis thy Goodnefs makes me bold ; 
I can no Denaal take, 


When I plead for']zsv's ſake. 


193. S. M. 


(K. 356.) 
1 NTO thine Altar, Loxp, 
A broken Heart 1 bring; 
And wilt thou graciouſly accept, 
Of ſuch a worthleſs Thing? 
2 To CnRIS. the bleeding Lamb, 
My Faith directs its Eyes; 
Thou may'ſt reje& that worthleſs Thing, 
But not his Sacrifice. 
2 When he gave up the Ghoſt, 


The Law was ſatisfy'd 
And now to its moſt rigorous Claims, 


I anſwer, © Jesus died,” 


194. L. M. Dr. S. Stennett, 
(R. 359.) 


Here two or three, with ſweet Accord, 
Obedient to their ſovercign LoxD, 
Meet to recount his Atts of Grace, 
And offer ſolemn Prayer and Praiſe; 


2 6 There,” 


1 


„ Amid this little Com 


« To them unveil my ſmiling Face, 


( 175 ) 


2 © There,” ſays the Savior, „ will I be, 


any; 


% And ſhed my Glories round the Place.“ 


We meet at thy Command, dear Lox p, 


Relying on thy faithful Word: 
Now ſend thy Spirit from above, 


Now fill our Hearts with heavenly Love. 


195. C. M. 


(R. 60. 


1 I vain Apollos' filver Tongue, 


) 


And Paul's with Strains profound, 


Diffuſe among the liſtening Throng, 
The Goſpel's gladdening Sound : 


2 JEsus, the Work is wholly thine 


To form the Heart anew, 
Now, let thy ſovereign Grace divine 


Each ſtubborn Soul ſubdue, 


EY Sevens, 
(R. 363) 


ORD, we come before thee now, 


At thy Feet we humbly bow; 
O! do not our Suit diſdain, 


Shall we ſeek thee, Lo RD, in vain ? 


2 In thy own appointed Way, 


Now we ſeek thee, here we ſtay; 


15 


Lok p, 


— ] - 


Send ſome Meſſage from thy Word, 
That may Joy and Peace afford ; 
Let thy Spirit now impart 

Full Salvation to each Heart, 


Grant that all may ſeek, and find 
Thee a Gop ſupremely kind; 
Heal the Sick, the Captive free, 
Let us all rejoice in thee, 


'C 


2 O may all enjoy the Bleſſing, 
Which thy word's deſign'd to give 
Let us all, thy Love poſſeſling, 
Joyfully the Truth receive. 
And for ever 
To thy Praiſe and Glory live. 


Lonp, from hence we would not go, 
Till a Bleſſing thou beſtow. 


107. Ilelmſley Tune. E=——, 


OME, thou Soul-transforming Spirit, 
Bleſs the Sower and the Seed: 
| Let each Heart thy Grace inherit, 

Raiſe the weak, the hungry fecd, 
From the Goſpel 
Now fapply thy People's Need, 


1 


(K. 368.) 


>] 


198. L. M. 


„„ 


198. I. M. Beddome. 
(R. 370.) 


1 SCEND thy Throne, almighty King, 
And ſpread thy Glories all abroad; 
Let thine own Arm Salvation bring, 
And be thou known the gracious Gop. 


2 Let Millions bow before thy Seat, 
Let humble Mourners ſeek thy Face, 
Bring daring Rebels to. thy Feet, 
Subdu'd by thy victorious Grace. 


3 O let the Kingdoms of the World 
Become the Kingdoms of the Lo RD; 
Let Saints, and Angels praiſe thy Name, 
it, Be thou thro' Heaven and Earth ador'd. 


199. C. M. 
(R. 372.) 


1 OW, Loxv, the heavenly Seed is ſown, 
Be it thy Servant's Care 
Thy heavenly Bleſſing to bring down, 
By humble fervent Prayer, 


2 In vain we plant without thine Aid, 
And water too in vain ; 
Lo Rp of the Harveſt, Gop of Grace, 
Send down thy heavenly Rain, 


M. 1 6 Thou 


( 38 } 


3 Then ſhall our cheerful Hearts and Tongues 
Begin this Song divine ; 
* Thou, Lo xp, haſt given the rich Increaſe, 
“ And be the Glory thine,” 


200. 
(R. 378.) 


S Jesus mine! I'm now prepar'd 
To meet with what I thought moſt hard; 
Yes, let the Winds of Trouble blow, 
And Comforts melt away like Snow: 
No blaſted Trees, or failing Crops, 
Can hinder my eternal Hopes; 


Tho' Creatures change, the Lord's the ſame, 


Then let me triumph in his Name, 


201. Sevens, 


| (K. 379.) 
ELF-deſtroy'd for Help I pray: 
Help me, Savior, from above, 
Help me to believe, obey, 
Help me to repent, and love, 
Help to keep the Graces given, 
Help me quite from Hell to Heaven, 


202, L. M. Hart, 
(K. 385.) 


HIS-Gob is the Gop we adore, 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend; 

Whoſe Love is as large as his power 
And neither knows Meaſure, nor End: 


Ti? 


es 


(179) 


'Tis Je3us the firſt and the laſt, 

Whoſe Spirit ſhall guide us foe Home; 
We'd praiſe him for all that is paſt 

And truſt him for all that's to come. 


203. C. M. Cennick, 
(K. 386. ) 


HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 
We love to hear of thee; 
No Muſic's like thy charming Name, 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be. 


2 O letus ever hear thy voice, 
In Mercy to us ſpeak, 
And in our Prieſt we will rejoice, 


Thou great Melchiſedec. 


3 Our Jzsvs ſhall be ſtill our Theme, 
While in this World we ſtay, 

We'll ſing our ("Suck s lovely Name, 
When all Things elſe decay: 


4 When we appear in yonder Cloud, 
With all thy favor'd Throng, 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 
And CuR1sT ſhall be our Song. | 
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. 
(R. 387. ) 
1 LORY to Gop on high! | 


Let Earth and Skies reply; z 
Praiſe ye his N ame: 


His 
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His Love and Grace adore, 

Who all our Sorrovrs bore ; 

Sing aloud evermore, 
Worthy the Lamb. 


JIxsus our Lord and Gon, 
Bore Sin's tremendous Load, 
Praiſe ye his Name: 
Tell what his arm hath done, 


What Spoils from Death he won; 


Sing his great Name alone! 
Worthy the Lamb, 


While they around the Throne 
Cheerfully join in one, 
Praiſing his Name: 
Thoſe who have felt his Blood 
Sealing their Peace with Gop, 
Sound his dear Fame abroad, 


Worthy the Lamb. 


Join all ye ranſom'd Race, 
Our holy Lox to bleſs ; 
Praiſe ye his Name: 
In him we will rejoice, 
And make a joyful Noiſe, 
Shouting with Heart and Voice, 
Worthy the Lamb, 


What tho' we change our Place, 
Yet we ſhall never-ceaſe 

Praiſing his Name: 
To him our Songs we bring, 
Hail him, our gracious King, 


| 
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And without ceaſing ſing, 
Worthy the Lamb, 


Then let the Hoſts above, 

In Realms of endleſs Love; 
Praiſe his dear Name? 

To him aſcribed be 

Honor and Majeſty, 

Thro' all Eternity; 
Worthy the Lamb. 


S 


205. JL. M. Hart. 
(R. 388.) 


1 1 us with thy Bleſſing, Loxd, 


Help us to feed upon thy Word, 
All that has been amiſs forgive, 


And let thy Truth within us live, 


2: Tho! we are Guilty, thou art good, 
Waſh all our Works in ]zsv's Blood; 
Give every fetter'd Soul releaſe; 

And bid us all depart in Peace, 


206. 
(R. 389.) 


| = diſmiſs us with thy Ble fling, 
Fitl our Hearts with Joy and Peace, 
Let us each thy Love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in redeeming Grace, 


O refreſh us! | | 
Travelling thro' this Wilderneſs: 
2 Thanks 


nd 


( 182 ) 


2 Thanks we give and Adoration, 
For thy Goſpel's joyful Sound, 
May the Fruits of thy Salvation, 
In our Hearts and Lives abound, 


May thy Preſence, 


With us evermore be found. g 

3 So whene'er the Signal's given, 1 

Us from Earth to call away; E 

Borne on Angel's Wings to Heaven, 1 

Glad to leave our cumberous Clay, 0 

May we ready, T 

Riſe and reign in endleſs Day, 0 

207. L. M. 34 

(K. 391.) : 

1 HE Peace which God alone reveals, MW A 
And by his Word of Grace imparts, 

hich only the Believer feels, 4 B 

Dire& and keep, and cheer our Hearts 2 

t | 

2 And may the holy Three in One, At 
The FAr HER, WorD, and CoMroRITEH 

Pour an abundant Bleſſing down Cc 

On every Soul aſſembled here! = 

208. L. M. Bp. Ken. | Ne 


( R. 395. 
| agar Gov, from whom all Bleſſings flo! 


Praiſe him all Creatures here below; 
Praiſe him above, ye heavenly Hoſt, 
Praiſe Far ER, SON, and HoLy GHosT: G 


3 WM w 


(' 18g ) 
209. L. M. Dr. Watts's Lyric, 


(R. 402.) 


EAD be my Heart to all below, 
To mortal Joys and mortal Cares 
To ſenſual Bliſs that charms us ſo, 
Be dark, mine Eyes, and deaf, my Ears, 


2 Loxp, I renounce my carnal Taſte, 
Of the fair Fruit that Sinners prize; 
Their Paradiſe ſhall never waſte 


One Thought of mine, but to deſpiſe. 


All earthly Joys are over - weigh'd 
With Mountains of vexatious Care; 
And where's the Sweet that is not laid 


reals, A Bait to ſome deſtruttive Snare? 
2 4 Begone, for ever, mortal Things! 
tears Thou mighty Mole-Hill, Earth, farewell! 


Angels aſpire on lofty Wings, 
And leave the Globe for Ants to dwell. 


Come, Heaven, and fill my vaſt Deſires, 
My Soul purſues the ſovereign Good: 
She was all made of heavenly Fires, 

Nor can ſhe live on meaner Food, 


210. As ihe 148th. Dr. Doddridge. 
(R. 406.) 


6 REAT Father of Mankind, 
10 We bleſs that wondero us Grace, 
| Which could for Gentiles find 
Within thy Courts a Place ; 


JRTEX 


How 


( 184 ) 


How kind the Care 
Our Gop diſplays, 
For us to raiſe 


A Houſe of Prayer ! 


2 Tho' once eſtranged far, 
We now approach the Throne; 
For JIEsus brings us near, 
And makes our Cauſe his own : 
Strangers no more, 


| To thee we come, ! 
| And find our Home, 
And reſt ſecure. f 
To thee our Souls we join, 
And love thy ſacred Name; 1 
No more our own, but thine, 1 
We triumph in thy Claim; 8 
Our Father-King, 4 
Thy Covenant-Grace 3 E 
Our Souls embrace, | 8. 
Here in thy Houſe we feaſt, I 
4 On Dainties all divine; P 
And, while ſuch Sweets we taſte, F. 
With Joy our Faces ſhine: A 
Incenſe ſhall riſe v 
From Flames of Love, N 
And Gop approve 
The Sacrifice. | 5 — 
s May all the Nations throng WW 
To worſhip in thy Houle ; 81 


And thou attend the Song, 


And ſmile upon their Vows; 
Indulgent 


Indulgent ſtill, 
Till Earth conſpire 
To join the Choir 
On Zion's Hill. 


211. I. M. Dr. Doddridge. 
(R. 407.) 


| TPATHER of Mercies, in thy Houſe 
Smile on our Homage, and our Vows; 
While with a grateful Heart we ſhare 
Theſe Pledges of our Savior's Care, 


2 The Savior, when to Heaven he roſe 
In ſplendid Triumph o'er his Foes, 
Scatter'd his Gifts on Men below, 
Aud wide his royal Bounties flow, 


+ Hence ſprung th' Apoſile's honor'd Name, 
Sacred beyond heroic Fame; 
In lowlier Forms to bleſs our Eyes, 
Paſtors from hence, and Teachers riſe, 


From CRISTS their varied Gifts derive, 
And fed by CHRIST their Graces live: 
While, guarded by his potent Hand, 
Midſt all the Rage of Hell they ſtand, 


z So ſhall the bright Succeſſion run 
Thro' the laſt Courſes of the Sun; 
While unborn Churches by their Care 
Shall riſe and flouriſh large and fair, 


6 Jesus 
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£508 our Lord, their Hearts ſhall know, 
The Spring, whence all theſeBleſſings flow; 
Paſtors and People ſhout his Praiſe 


- Thro' the long Round of endleſs Days, 


212, IL. M. Dr. Doddridge. 
| ( R. 409) 
HEPHERD of Iſrael, bend thine Ear, 


Thy Servants Groans indulgent hear; 


Perplex'd, diſtreſs'd, to thee we cry, 
And ſeek the Guidance of thine Eye, 


Send forth, O Loxo, thy Truth and Light, 
To guide our doubtful Footſteps right. 
Our drooping Hearts, O Gov, ſuſtain, 
Nor let us ſeek thy face in vain, 


Return, in Ways of Peace, return, 
Nor let thy Flock neglected mourn ; 
May our bleſs'd Eyes a Shepherd ſee, 
Dear to our Souls, and dear to thee, 


2:9, C. M. Dr. Doddridge. 
(N. 418. 


ET Sion's Watchmen all awake, 
And take th' Alarm they give: 
Now let them, from the Mouth of Goo, 
Their awful Charge receive, 


'Tis not a Cauſe of ſmall Import, 


The Paſtor's Care demands; 
f But 


(189) 
But what might fill an Angel's Heart, 
And fill'd a Savior's Hands. 


now, 
flow; 


They watch for Souls, for which the Lozp 
Did heavenly Bliſs forego; 

For Souls, which muſt for ever live, 
In Raptures, or in Woe. 


All to the great Tribunal haſte, 

Th' account to render there; > 

And ſhould'ſt thou ſtrictly mark our faults, 
Lord, where ſhould we appear! 


; May they, that JE Sus whom they preach, 
Their own Redeemer lee, 

And watch thou daily o'er their Souls, 
That they may watch for thee. 


214. C. M. Dr. Doddridge. 
(R. 312.) 
NXFYE bleſs th' eternal Source of Light, 
Who makes the Stars to ſhine; 
And through this dark beclouded World, 
Diffuſeth Rays divine, 


: Webleſs the Churches ſovereign King, 
Whoſe golden Lamps we arg; 
Fix'd in the Temples of his Love 


OD, : : f a 
Fo ſhine with Radiance falr. 


9 Still be our Purity preſerv'd; 
Still fed with Oil the Flame, 
But And in deep Characters inſcrib'd 
Our heavenly Maſter's Name. 


4. Then, 
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4 Then, while between our ranks he walks, 
And all our State ſurveys; 


His Smiles ſhall with new Luſtre deck, - 
The People of his Praiſe, 
213. L. M. 
(R. 413.0 
1 Thou, before whoſe gracious Throne, ll * 


We bow our ſuppliant Spirits down, 
View the ſad Breaſt, the ſtreaming Eye, 
And let our Sorrows pierce the Sky, 


oO 
— — — — — AM 5 — . 


2 Thou know'ſt the anxious Cares we fecl, 
And all our trembling Lips would tell; 
Thou only canſt aſſuage our Grief— _ 

And yield our woe-fraught Hearts rclicf, 


3 Tho' we have ſinn'd and juſtly dread 
The Vengeance hov'ring o'er our Head; 
Yet Pow'r benign, thy Servant ſparc, 
Nor turn aſide thy People's Prayer, 


oe 


4 Avert thy ſwift deſcending Stroke, 
Nor ſmite the Shepherd of the Flock, 
Leſt oe'r the barren Waſte we ſtray, 
To prowling Wolves an eaſy Prey, 


t 


5 Reſtore him ſinking to the Grave, 
Stretch out thine Arm, make haſte to ſave 
Back to our hopes and wiſhes give, 

And bid our Friend and Father live. 


— 


6 Bound to each Soul by tendereſt Tics, 

In every Breaſt his Image lies, 

Thy pitying Aid, O God, 1mpart, 

Nor rend him from each bleeding Heart, 
. . Vet 


628 


„vet if our Supplications fail, 
And Prayers and Tears can naught prevail, 
Condemn'd on this dark deſert Coaſt, 
To mourn our much lov'd Leader loſt, 


$ Be thou his Strength, be thou his Stay, 
Support him through the gloomy way, 
Comfort his Soul, ſurround his Bed, 
And guide him through the dreary Shade. 


Around him may thy Angels wait, 
Deck'd with their Robes of heavenly State 
To teach his happy Soul to riſe, 


lief. And waft him to his native Skies. 
Ad: 216. n M. 
| (K. 4155) 


7 ITH heavenly Power, OLord defend, 
Him whom we now to thee com- 
mend, | 
His Perſon bleſs, his Soul ſecure, 
And make him to the End endure, 


2 Gird him with all- ſufficient Grace: 
Tue Direct his Feet in Paths of Peace; 
Thy Truth, and Faithfulneſs fulfil, 
And help him to obey thy Will. 


Before him thy Protection ſend; 
O love him, ſave him to the End! 
Nor let him as thy Pilgrim rove 

art, Without the Convoy of thy Love. 


Enlarge, 


— — Z 
— 3 — — - _ — 
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4 When Paſtor, Saints, and Poor they ſerve 
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4 Enlarge, enflame, and fill his Heart, 
In him thy mighty Power exert : | 
That thoulands yet unborn may praiſe, 

The Wonders of redeeming Grace, 


217. T. MH. 
(R. 417.) 


F Sion's King, we ſuppliant bow, 
And hail the Grace thy Church enjoys 
The holieſt Deacons are thy own, 
With all the Gifts thy Love employs, 


2 Up to thy Throne, we lift our Eyes, 
For Bleſſings to attend our Choice 5, 
Of ſuch, whole generous, prudent Zeal, 
Shall make thy favor'd Ways rejoice. 


3 Happy in Jzsvs their own Lord, 
May they his ſacred Table ſpread, 
The Table of their Paſtor fill, 
And fill the holy Poor with Bread, 


ay their own Hearts with Grace © 
crown'd. | 
While Patience, Sympathy, and Joy, 
Adorn, and thro' their Lives abound. 


5 By pureſt Love to Chriſt and Truth, To 
O may they win a good Degree 
Of Boldneſs in the Chriſtian Faith, 


And meet the Smile of thine and thee. ” 
& If this Hymn be ſung before the Choice, then d Eu, 


ſecond Line of the ſecond Verſe may ſtand thus, 
« For Wiſdom to direct our _. 1 
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6 And when the Work to them aſſign'd 
The Work of Love is fully done, 

Call them from ſerving Tables here, 

To fit arond thy glorious Throne, 


21 © a bo 


10 


(R. 419.) „ 
ATE ER, is not thy Promiſe pledg'd» 
bow, To thine exalted Son, 
enjoy That thro' the Nations of the Earth 


Thy World of Life ſhall run? 
2% Aſk, and I give the Heathen Lands 


Y “ For thine Inheritance, 

Y « And to the World's remoteſt Shores 
Leal, % Thine Empire ſhall advance,” 
e. 


Haſt thou not ſaid the blinded eus. 
Shall their Redeemer own ; 
While Gentiles to his Standard crowd, 
And bow before his Throne ? 


! When ſhall th' untutor'd Fudian Tribes 
A dark bewilder'd Race, 


Sit down at our Immanuel's Feet, 


And learn and feel his Grace. | 


5 Are not all Kingdoms, Tribes and Tongues 
Under th* Expanſe of Heaven, 

n, To the Dominion of thy Son, 

Without Exemption given? 


b From Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South, 
Then be his Name ador'd! 
Europe, with all thy Millions, ſhout 
Hofannahs to thy Lord ! 


* 
* . * „ 
« 4 . — 
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7 Afia and Africa reſound | 


From Shore to Shore his fame : 
And thou America, in Songs 
Redeeming Love proclaim! 


219, As the old 112th, 
(R. 422.) | 


J FATHER of faithful Abra'm hear, 
Our earneſt Suit for Abra'm's Seed: 
Juſtly they claim the ſofteſt Prayer 
From us, adopted in their Stead : 
Who Mercy thro? their Fall obtain, | 
And Cuxisr by their Rejection gain, 3 


2 Outcaſts from thee, and ſcatter'd wide, 
Thro' every Nation under Heaven, 
Blaſpheming whom they crucify'd, 
Unſav'd, unpity'd, unforgiv'n : 4 
Branded like Cain, they bear the Load, 
Abhor'd of Men, and curs'd of Goo, 


3 But haſt thou finally forſook, 

| For ever caſt thy own away ? 

Wilt thou not bid the Murderers look 
On him they pierc'd, and weep and pray: 

Yes, gracious Lo RD, thy Word is paſt; 


Ct 


All Ifrael ſhall be ſav'd at laſt, 
Come then, thou great deliverer come : ( 
The Veil from Jacob's Heart remove, ; 


Receive thy antient People Home, 
That quicken'd by thy dying Love, 

The World may their Reception view, 

And ſhout to Gop, the Glory due. 


* 4 


9 
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220. L. M. B. Francis, 
R. 424.) 


1 EFORE thy Throne, eternal King, 


Thy Miniſters their Tribute bring, 
Their Tribute of united Praiſe | 


For heavenly News and peaceful Days, 


2 We ſing the Conqueſts of thy Sword, 
And publiſh loud thy healing Word : 
While Angels ſound thy glorious Name, 


Thy ſaving Grace our Lips proclaim, 


3 Thy various Service we eſteem 
Our ſweet Employ, our Bliſs ſupreme z 
And, while we feel thy heavenly Love, 
We burn like Seraphims above. 


Nor Seraphs there can ever raiſe 
With us, an equal Song of Praiſe : 
They are the nobleſt Work of Gop, 
But we—the purchaſe of thy Blood, 


5 Still in thy Work would we abound 


Still prune the Vine, or plow the Ground: 
Thy Sheep, with wholeſome Paſture feed, 


And watch them with un wearied Heed, 


6 Thou art our Los, our Life, our Love, 


Our Care below, and Crown above: 
Thy Praiſe ſhall be our beſt employ, 
Thy Preſence our eternal Joy. 


K 221 L. A. 
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221. IL. M. Beddomes 


| | (R. 426.) 
| 1 ATHER of Mercies, bow thine Ear, 


Attentive to our earneſt Prayer; 
We plead for thoſe who plead for thee, 
Succeſsful Pleaders may they be. 


2 How great their Work, how vaſt their 
1 Charge! 

| Do thou their anxious Souls enlarge; 
| Their beſt acquirements are our Gain, 


We ſhare the bleſſings they obtain, 


3 Clothe then with Energy divine 
Their Words, and let thoſe words be thine: 
To them thy ſacred Truth reyeal 
Suppreſs their Fear, inflame their Zeal, 


4 Teach them to ſow the preciqus Seed, 
Teach them thy choſen Flock\to feed: 
Teach them immortal Souls to gain 
Souls that will well reward their Pain. 


5 Let thronging Multitudes around, 
' Hear from their Lips the joyful Sound; 
In humble Strains thy Grace implore, 
And feel thy new-creating Power. 


6 Let Sinners break their maſly Chains, 
Diſtreſſed Souls forget their Pains; 
Let Light thro? diſtant Realms be ſpread, 
Aud Zion rear her drooping Head. 


U 
222 Alberta 


(195 
222, Altered by Ryland, jun. 


(R. 427.) 
1 CAVIOUR, viſit thy Plantation. 
Grant us, Lo xp, a gracious Rain! 
All will come to Deſolation, 
Unleſs thou return again: 
Lok b revive us, 
All our Help muſt come from thee. 


2 Keep no longer at a Diſtance, 
Shine upon us from on high; 
Leſt, for want of thine Aſh itance, 
Every Plant ſhould droop and die. 
Lord, &c, 


9 Surely, once thy Garden flouriſh'd, 
Every Part look'd gay and green ; 
Then thy Word our Spirits nouriſh'd, 
Happy Seaſons we have ſeen ! Lord, &c, 


But a Drought has ſince ſucceeded, 
And a {ad Decline we ſee; 
Loxp, thy help is greatly needed, 
Help can only come from thee, Lord &c. 


5 Where are thoſe we counted Leaders, 
Fill'd with Zeal, and Love, and Truth? 
Old Profeſſors, tall as Cedars, 
Bright examples to our Youth Lord &c. 


d Some, in whom we once delighted, 
We ſhall meet no more below, 
Some, alas! we fear are blighted, 
SCarce a ſingle Leaf they ſhow : Lord &c. 
2 7 Younger 
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7 Younger plants—the Sight how pleaſant, 
Cover'd thick with Bloſſoms ſtood; 
But they cauſe us Grief at preſent, 
Froſts have nipp'd them in the Bud: 


Lord, &c. 
8 Deareſt Savior, haſten hither, 


Thou canſt make them biene again; 
Ob, permit them not to wither, 
Let not all our Hopes be vain! Lord, &c, 


Let our mutual Love be fervent, 
Makeus prevalent in Prayers; : 
Let each one eſteem'd thy Servant, 
Shun the World's bewitching Snares: 
Lond; ee 4 


10 Break the Tempter's fatal Power, 
Turn the ſtony Heart to Fleſh ; 
And begin, from this good Hour, 
To revive thy Work afreſh: 
Lord revive us, 
All our Help muſt come from thee, 


229. Helmſley Tune. M Won 
K. 428. ) 


91 the Gloomy Hills of Darknels, 
Look my Soul, be ſtill, and gaze, 
All the Promiſes do travail 

With a glorious Day of Grace: 
Bleſſed Jubilee, 
Let thy glorious Morning dawn. 


Let 


res; 


els, 
Ze, 


Let 


6 197 ) 
2 Let the Indian, let the Negro, 
Let the rude Barbariah ſee, 
That divine and glorious Conqueſt, 
Once obtain'd on Calvary ; ; 


Let the Goſpel 
Loud reſound from Pole to Pole. 


9 Kingdoms wide that fit in Darkneſs, 
Let them have the glorious Light, 
And from eaſtern Coaſt to weſtern, 
May the Morning chaſe the Night, 
And Redemption 
Freely purchas'd, win the Day. 


May the glorious Day approaching, 
From eternal Darknels aawn, 
And the everlaſting Goſpel 
Spread abroad hy holy Name g, 
All the Borders 
Of the great IMmmanver's Land, 


* 


5 Fly abroad, thou mighty Goſpel, 
Win and conquer, never ceaſe; 
May thy laſting wide Dominiorfs 
- Multiply, and ſtill increaſe ; 
Sway thy Sceptre, 
Savior, all the World around. 


K 3 224. . M, 
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224. C. M. 14 
(K. 438.) 1 


1 Here's Joy in Heaven, and Joy on Earth, 3 1 
When Prodigals return, | 7 
To ſee deſponding Souls rejoice, | 
And haughty Sinners mourn, 


2 © Come Saints, and hear what Gov hath 
done,” 


Is a reviving Sound : 
O may it ſpread from Sea to Sea, 
E'en all the Globe around. 


3 Often, O ſovereign Loxp, renew 
The Wonders of this Day; 
That JEsus here may ſee his Seed, 
And. Satan loſe his Prey. 


4 Great Gon, the Work is all thine own, 
Thine be the Praiſes too, 


Let every Heart and every Tongue 7 
Give thee the Glory due. 
225. C. M. Newton, 
(K. 439.) 
1 HEN any turn from Zion's Way, 1 


(Alas! what Numbers do!) 
Methinks I hear my Savior ſay, 
„ Wilt thou forſake me too?” 5 
2 z 


arth, I 


hath 


4 ay, 


Ah, 
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2 Ah, Loxp! with ſuch a Heart as * 
Uanlets thou hold me faſt ; 


I feel I muſt, I ſhall „ 
And prove like them at laſt. 


3 Yet thou alone haſt Power I know, 


To {ave a Wretch like me: 
To whom, or whither, could I go, 
If I ſhould turn from thee? 


4 Beyond a Doubt I reſt aſſar'd 
Thou art the CHRIST of GOD; 
Who haſt eternal Life ſecur'd 
By Promiſe and by Blood. 


z The Help of Men and Angels join'd, 
Could never reach my Caſe ; 
Nor can I hope Rehef to find, 
But in thy Cm Grace, 


6 No Voice but thine can give me Reſt, 
And bid my Fears depart; 
No Love but thine can make me blefs'd, 
And ſatisfy my Heart. 


7 What Anguiſh has that Queſtion ſtirr'd, 
If I will allo go? 
Yet, Lob, relying on thy — 
1 humbly anſwer, No! 


226. L. M. Dr. Gibbons. 


„„ 

N thee, thou all- ſufficient Gop, 
The Springs of Happinefs ariſe, 
That cheer this howling Waſte below, 

And bleſs the Manſions of the Skies: 


R 4 2 We 


| 
| 
| 
| | 


: 
« 
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a We, the Productions of thy Power, 
And Penſioners upon thy Love, 

Look to thy Throne with longing Eyes, 
And wait thy Bleſſings from above: 


3 Protect the Young from every Snare, 
And let thy Staff ſupport the Old, 
Relieve the Poor, nor let the Rich, 
Have all their Heritage in Gold. 


4 Let joyful Saints ſtill taſte thy Grace, 
Give to the Mourners heavenly Day, 
Suſtain the Strong, and quick revive, 


227. Sevens. 
(K. 449.) 


ESUS, mighty King in Sion! 
Thou alone our Guide ſhalt be; 
Iny Commiſſion we rely on, 
We would follow none but thee, 


2 As an Emblem, of thy Paſſion, 
And thy Victory o'er the Grave; 
We who know thy great Salvation 
Are baptiz'd beneath the Wave. 


3 Fearleſs of the World's deſpiling, 
We the ancient Path purſue ; 
Buried with our Lob, and riſing 
To a Life divinely new. 


e 


The withering Plants from their Decay, 


928, 7 M. 


13 


8, 


M. 


228. L. M. Crigg. Alter'd by B. Francis. 
(K. 451.) 


1 TESUS! and ſhall it ever be 
) A mortal Man aſham'd of thee! 
Aſham'd of thee, whom Angels praiſe, 
Whole Glories ſhine thro' endleſs Days! 


to 


Afham'd of JESsus! ſooner far 

Let Evening bluth to own a Star; 
He ſheds the Beams of Light divine, 
O'er this benighted Soul of mine, 


3 Aſham'd of Jesvs ! juſt as ſoon 
Let Midnight be aſham'd of Noon; 
'Tis Midnight with my Soul ull he, 
Bright Morning-Star! bid Darknels flee. 


4 Aſham'd of Jzsvus ! that dear Friend 
On whom my Hopes of Heaven depend! 
No; when I bluſh—be this my Shame, 
That Il no more revere his Name, 


5 Aſham'd of Jesus! Yes, I may, 
When I've no Guilt to waſh away 
No Tear to wipe, no Good to crave, 
No Fears to quell, no Soul to fave. 


b Till therz=nor is my Boaſting vain—" 
Till then, 1 boaſt a Savior ſlain ! 
And O., may this my Glory be, 
That CHRISTH is not aſham'd of me! 
R 5 g 7 | His 
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1 OW great, how ſolemn is the Work 


9 Let Graces, then in Exerciſe 
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7 [His inſtitutions would I prize, 
Take up my Croſs—the Shame deſpiſe; 
Dare to defend his noble Cauſe, 

And yield Obedience to his Laws. ] 


229. C. M. Beddome, 


(R. 433.) 


Which we attend To-day! 
Now for a holy, ſolemn Frame, 
O Gov to thee we pray. 


2 O may we feel, as once we felt, : 
When pain'd and griev'd at Heart, 
Thy kind, forgiving, melting Look 
Reliev'd our every Smart. 2 


Be exercis'd again; 
And, nurtur'd by celeſtial Power, 
In Exerciſe remain. 


4 Awake our Love, our Fear, our Hope, 3B 
Wake, Fortitude and Joy; E 
Vain World be gone, let Things above 2 
Our happy Thoughts employ. | 1 


5 Whilſt thee, our Savior and our Gop, 
To all around we own; 40 
Drive each rebellious, rival Luft, ; 


Each Traitor from the Throne. 
6 Inſtrutt 


Fa 


rus 
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6 Inſtruct our Minds, our Wills fubdue, 


To Heaven our Paſſions raiſe, 
That hence our Lives, our All may be 


Devoted to thy Praiſe, 


Single Verſes on Baptiſm. 
230. L. M. 


CR. 455.—467. 


Hate'er to thee, our Loxp, belongs 
Is always worthy of our Songs; 
And all thy Works, and all thy Ways 
Demand our Wonder and our Praiſe, 


BeDDoOME., 


2 Hoſannah to the Church's Head, 
Who ſuffer'd in our Room and Stead, 
He was immers'd in Jordan's Flood, 
And then immers'd in Sweat and Blood. 


J. STenNETT. 


3 Behold the Grave where ]esvs lay, 
Before he ſhed his precious Blood! 
How plain he mark'd the humble Way, 
To Sinners thro' the myſtic Food! 


BEDDoONME. 
Come, ye redeemed of the Loxp, 
Come, and obey his ſacred Word; 


K 6 He 


- — — — — 
— cornea 


(a) 


He dicd, and roſe again ſor vou; 
What more could the Redeemer do ? 


BrDDoOME. 

5 We to this Place are come, to ſhow 
What we to voundleis Mercy owe; 
The Savior's Footiteps to explore, 
And tread the Path he trod before. 


BED DOME. 

6 Eternal Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
On theſe baptiſmal Waters move; 
That we thro' Energy divine, 
May have the Subſtance with the Sign. 
All ye that love Imvanutz's Name, 
Aud long to feel th' increaſing Flame 
Tis you, ye Children of the Lizh t! 
The 11 and the Bride invite. 


H. F. 

7 Le who your native V leneſs mourn, 
And to the great Redeemer turn, 
Who ſee your wretched State by Sin, 
« Ye bleſſed of the Loxp, come in.“ 


+ WY 


8 Jesus, my SAVIOR n my All, 
Methinks I hear thy gentle Call; 


Theſe are the Sounds that chide my Sta): 


* Ariſe, my Love, and come away. 


II. You 


(- "265 


H. F — 85 
Amazing Grace] and hall I ſtill — 
Wg diſobedient to thy Will? 
Ah No: dear Lok, the watery Tomb 
Belongs to thee, and there I come, 


H 
10 Apoſtles trod this holy Gronud, 
This is the Road Believers go; 
iy Jesus in this Way was found, 
I cha ge my Soul to tread it too, 
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STENNETT, 
it With lowly Minds, and loftv Songs, 
Let all admire the Savior's Grace, 
Til the great riſing Day reveal 


The immortal Glory of his Face. 


6 

12 To FATHER, Sox, and Hory Gnosr, 

We humbly dedicate our Powers: 
If with Jehovah” s Bleſſing crown'd, 
Immortal Happinels is ours. 


231. I. M. Dr. Watts's Lyric, 
| (K. 480) | 


N let our Faith grow ſtron g,and rife, 


7: And view our Loxd in all his Lins 
Look back to hear his dying Cries, 
Then mount and {ee his Thrones above, 
— 


See 
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2 See where he languiſh'd on the Croſs: 
Beneath our Sins he groan'd and dy'd; 
See where he fits to plead our Cauſe 

By his Almighty Father's Side. 


g If we behold his bleeding Heart, | 
There Love in Floods of Sorrow reigns, 
He triumphs o'er the killing Smart, 

And ſeals our Pleaſure with his Pains, 


4 Or if we climb th' eternal Hills 
Where the dear Congue Rox litsenthron'd; 
Still in his Heart Compaſſion dwells, 
Near the Memorials of his Wound. 


5 How ſhall vile pardon'd Rebels ſhow 
How much they love their dying Gov ? 
Lok p, here we'd baniſh every Foe, 
We hate the Sins that coſt thy Blood. 


6 Commerce, no more, we hold with Hell, 


Our deareſt Luſts ſhall all depart; Ne 
But let thine Image ever dwell 
Stampt as a Seal on every Heart. 7 Ha 
| I 
| | Ha 
232. C. M. Dr. 7. Stennett. 8 

(R. 482.) 


1 i 1 ORD, at thy Table I behold 
| _ The Wonders of thy Grace ; 
But moſt of all admire that I | A 


; | Should find a welcome Place, — 8 
| . [ toc 
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1 I that am all defil'd with Sin, 
A Rebel to my Gov : 
I that have crucified his Son, 
And trampled on his Blood. 


; What ſtrange ſurpriſing Grace is this, 
That ſuch a Soul has Room! 
s, My Saviour takes me by the Hand, 
My Jesus bids me come. 


Eat, O my Friends, the Saviour cries, 
The Feaſt was made for you, 
For you I groan'd, and bled, and died, 
And roſe, and triumph'd too. 
z With trembling Faith and bleeding Hearts 
Lord we accept thy Love: 
"Tis a rich Banquet we have had, 
What will it be above? 


b Ye Saints below, and Hoſts of Heaven, 
Join all your praifing powers; 
No Theme is like Redeeming Love, 
No Saviour is like ours, 


Had I ten thouſand Hearts dear Lox, 
I'd give them all to thee: 
Had I ten thouſand Tongues , they all 
Shou'd join the Harmony, 


233. C. M. Steele. 
(R. 485.) | 
ND did the Holy and the Juſt, 
The Sovereign of the Skies, 
Stoop down to Wretchedneſs and Duſt, 
That guilty Worms might riſe ? 


ell, 


k 
n 
} 


2 1 
- Yes, 
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2 Yes, the Redeemer left his Throne, 
Eis radiant Throne on high, 
(Surpriſing Mercy! Love unknown! 
To ſuffer, lced and die. | 


3 He took the dying Traitor's Place, 
And ſuffer'd in his Stcad ; 
For man, (O Miracle of Grace 2 
For Man the Saviour bled! 


4 Dear Lon p, w hat heavenly wonders dwell 
In thy atoning Blooa? 
By this are Sinners ſnatch'd from Hell, 
And Rebels brought to Gop, 


5 Jesvs, my Soul, adoring, bends 
To Love ſo full, lo free ; 

And may I hope that Love extends 
Its ſacred Power to me? 


6 What glad Return can I impart 
For Favors ſo divine? 
O take my All—this worthleſs Heart, 


And make it only thine. = 

| of 

234. I. M. Prefident Davies. No 

(K. 490.) Sea! 

1 ORD. am I thine, entirely thine? Der 


Purchas'd and ſav'd by Blood divine? 
With full Confent thine I would be, 
And own thy lov*reion Right 1 in me. 


2 Thee my new Maſter now I call, 
And conlecrate to thee, my All: 
ä Lo Eb, 


— one ee OE ey 
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Log p, let me live and die to thee, 
Be thine thro? all Eternity, 


233. L. M. 
(R. 308.) 


Ewe, Source of every Joy! 


Well may thy Praiſe our Lips employ, 
While in thy Temple we appear 
Jo hail thee Sovereign of the Year. 


* ell 


: Wide as the Wheels of Nature roll, 

thy Hand ſupports aud guides the whole: : 
The Sun is taught by thee to rife, 

And darknels when to veil the es. 


The flowery Spring at thy Command, 
P-rfumes the Air and paints the "WG 
Ine Summer Rays with Vigor ſhine 

To raiſe the Corn and er the Vine. 


t Thy Hand, in Autumn, richly pours 
0 Thro? all our Coaſts redundant Stores; 
And Winter ſoftened by thy Care, 


No more the Face of Horror wears. 


6 Sealons, and Months, and Weeks & Days, 
wr” Demand ſucceſſive Songs of Praiſe; 
ine? and be the grateful Homage paid, 
With Morning Light, and Evening Shade, 


Here in thy Houſe let Incenſe riſe, 
And circling Sabbaths bleſs our Eyes, 


LORD, 


Till 
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Till to thoſe lofty Heights we ſoar, 
Where Days and Years revolve no more, 


[ 230. "Rovinſone Lad, Fant 4 1 
(R. 509.) 


: 1 (I thou Fount of every Bleſſing, 
| Tune my Heart to ſing thy Grace! 
Streams of Mercy never ceaſing, 


Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe : 


Teach me ſome melodious Sonnet, 
Sung by flaming Tongues above : 

Praiſe the Mount—O fix me on it, 
Mount of Gop's unchanging Love. 


2 Here J raiſe my Ebenezer, 

Hither by thy Help I'm come; 

And 1 hope by thy good Pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at Home: 

JIEsus ſought me, when a Stranger 
Wand'ring from the Fold of Gov ; 

He to ſave my Soul from Danger, 
Interpos'd with precious Blood, 


3 O! to Grace how great a Debtor, 

Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 

Let that Grace, LORD, like a Fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring Heart to thee ! 

Prone to wander, Loxv, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the Gop I love— 

Here's my Heart, Lon take and ſeal it, 
Seal it from thy Courts above. 


| 
j 
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237. * M. 


(R. 510.) 


"2 6 God we ſing that mighty hand, 
= FT By which ſupported {till we ſtand ; 
The opening Year thy Mercy ſhews, 

Let Mercy crown it till it cloſe. 


2 By day, by Night, at Home, Abroad, 
Still are we guarded by our Gop; 

By his incellant Bounty fed, 

By his unerring Counſel led. 


3 With grateful Hearts the paſt we own; 
The Future, all to us unknown, 

We to thy guardian Care commit, 

And peaceful leave before thy Feet. 


In Scenes exalted or depreſs'd, 

Be thou our Joy, and thou our Reſt: 
Thy Goodneſs all our Hopes ſhall raiſe, 
Ador'd thro? all our changing Days. 


z When Death ſhall interrupt theſe Songs, 
And ſeal in Silence mortal Tongues, 
Our Helper-G op, in whom we truſt, 


In better Worlds our Souls ſhall boaſt. 
238. C. M. 


(R. 513. 
1 QINCE Jesvus freely did 8 
Ait To grace a Marriage-Feaſt; 
: U Logp, we aſk thy Preſence here, 
To make a Wedding-Gueſt, 
| 2 Upon 
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2 Upon the bridal Pair look down, 
Who now have plighted IIands, 
Their Union with thy Favor crown, 
And bleſs the nuptial Bands, 


3 With Gifts of Grace their Hearts endow 

Of all rich Dowries beſt ! | 

Their Subſtance bleſs, and Peace beſtow, 
To ſweeten all the Reſt, 


4 In pureſt Love their Souls unite, , 
That they, with Chriſtian Care 
May make domeſtic Burdens light, 
By taking mutual Share, 


5 Tr ue Helpers may they prove indeed, 

In Prayer, and Faith, and Hope; 
And ſee with Joy a godly Seed 
Jo build their Houſhold up. 


6 As Iſaac and Rebecca give 
A Pattern chaite and kind; 
80 may this married Couple live, 
And die in Friendſhip join'd. 


7 On every Soul aſſembled here, 
O make thy Face to ſhine; 
Thy Goodneſs more our Hearts can cheer 
Than richeſt Food or Wine. 
239. TL. M. Newton, 
(R. 514.) 
1 Indred in Cur1sr, for his dear Sake 
A hearty Welcome here reccive; 
"== we together now partake 


Ihe Joys which oe he can give. 


N ' 
— 


CI 
%%% 


* 
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2 To you and us by Grace 'tis given, N | i : 
To know the Savior's precious Name; Þ 
And ſhortly we ſhall meet in Heaven, 
Our Hope, our Way, our End, the fame, 


May he, by whoſe kind Care we meet, 
Send his good Spirit from above, 

Make our Communications {weet, 

And cauſe our Hearts to burn with Love! 


Forgotten be each worldly Theme, | 

When Chriſtians ſee each other thus; | 

We only wiſh to ſpeak of him, | | 

ed, Who liv'd, and dy'd and reigns for us. Ii 


5 z We'll talk of all he did and ſaid, 
E and ſuffer'd for us here below; 
The Path he mark'd for us to tread, 
And what he's doing for us now. 


b Thus, as the Moments pals away, 
We'll love, and wonder, and adore; 
And haſten on the glorious day, 
When we ſhall meet to part no more, | 


Rn 240. Sevens, 
6 
1 1 a Seaſon call'd to part, 
ir Sake Let us now Ourſelves commend 
ive; Jo the gracious Eye and Heart 
Of our ever-preſent Friend. | 
2 2 Jrsve“ 


{244 


2 ]xsvs, hear our humble Prayer! 
Tender Shepherd of thy Sheep! 
Let thy Mercy and thy Care, 
All our Souls in Safety keep. 


3 In thy Strength may we be ſtrong, 
Sweeten every Croſs and Pain : 
Give us, if we live, ere long 
In thy Peace to meet again. 


4 Then if thou thy Help afford, 
Ebenezers ſhall be rear'd ; 
And our Souls ſhall praiſe the Lozo, 
Who our poor Petitions heard, 


241. C. M. S 
(R. 526) 
1 HEN Abram, full of ſacred Awe, 
Before Jehuvah ſtood, 


And, with a humble fervent Prayer, 
For guilty Sodom ſued, 


2 With what Succeſs, what wonderousGrace, 
Was his Petition crown'd ! 
The Lo RD would ſpare if in the Place Thy 


Ten righteous Men were found. And 


3 And could a ſingle, holy Soul, 71 
v 


So rich a Boon obtain ? 


Great God, and ſhall a Nation ery, And 
And plead with thee in vain ? im 

4 Britain, all guilty as ſhe is, Wee 
| Her numerous Saints can boaſt, Glad 
And now their fervent Prayers aſcend, Nevi 


And can thoſe Prayers be loſt ? 


5 Are 


( 215 ) 


Are not the Righteous dear to thee, 
Now as in ancient Times? 

Or does this ſinful Land exceed 
Gomorrah in its Crimes ? 


{ Still are we thine, we bear thy Name, 
Here yet is thine Abode ; 

Long has thy Preſence bleſs'd our Land, 
Forſake us not, O Gop. 


„. ele. 


(R. 531.) 


REAT Ruler of the Earth and Sk ies, 
A Word of thy Almighty Breath 
Can fink the World, or bid it riſe: 
we, Tay Smile is Life, thy Frown is Death. 


When angry Nations ruſh to Arms, 

And Rage, and Noiſe, and Tumult reign, 
. And War reſounds its dire Alarms, 

race, Wi And Slaughter ſpreads the hoſtile Plains, 


ace Thy ſovereign Eye looks calmly down, 

| And marks their Courſe, and bounds their 
Pow'r; 

Thy Word the angry Nations own, 

And Noiſe and War are heard no more 


Then Peace returns with balmy Wing, 
weet Peace! with her whatBleſlings fled; 
Clad Plenty laughs, the Vallies ſing, 
leviving Commerce lifts her Head, 


5 Thou 


4) we ws 


( 216 |) 
5 Thou good, and wile, and righteou 8 Lord 


O teach our thankful Hearts to ſing! 
Or Praiſe will languiſh on our Tongues, 


2 While Britain (favor'd of the Skics) 
Recalls the Wonders God hath wrought 
Let grateful Joy adoring riſe, ; N 
And warm to Rapture every Thought. 

3 When Hell and Rome combin'd their Po 1 


And doom'd,thele Iſles their certain Prey gal 
Thy Hand forbade the fatal Hour, 


All move ſubſervient to thy Will; 2 

And Peace and War await thy Word, / 

And thy ſublime Decrees fulfil. " 

6 To thee we pay our grateful Songs, 1 

Thy kind Protect ion {t:H implore; 7 1 

O may our Hearts, and Lives, and Tongues R 

Confeſs thy Goodneſs and adore, 7 

243. L. M. Steele. 

| (K. 634.) + 

b O thee, Almighty Gon, we bring T} 

| The humble Tribute of our Songs; A 
1 


Their i impious Plots in Ruin lay. 2 
4 Again our reſtleſs cruel Focs by W. 
Reſum'd, avow'd their black Deſign; Se 
Again to {ave us Gop aroſe, An 


And Britain own'd the Hand divine. T7 


3 Why, gracious Gov, is Britain ſav'd? Fre 
Why bleſs'd with Liberty and Light 7 Its 
| Nor by fell Tyranny enſlav'd Its 
118 Nor loſt in Superſtition's Night? 5 

| [ c 


Fas) 


6 Not for our ſake, we confcious own ; 
A wretched, vile, ungrateful Race : 
"Tis done to make thy Glory known; 
To ſhew the Wonders of thy Grace. 


oy 


WH: The Wonders of thy Grace complete; 
gues Reform this wretched guilty Land! 
Let thankful Love beneath thy Feet, 
Confels thy kind, thy guardian hand! 


$ Let every Age adore thy Name, 
While Nature's circling Wheels ſhall Toll ! 


g Thy Mercies every Tongue proclaim, 
188 And ſound thy Praiſe from Pole to Pole. 
3 5 244. I. M. | 

. (K. 535. FM 
wo | WHAT hath Gop wrought ! might Tfract 
it, lay, | 

RY, When Fordan roll'd its Tide away, 

r Pov 


And gave à Paſſage to their Bands. 
Safely to march acroſs its Sands. 


Mat hath Gp wrought! might well be ſaid, 
When JEsus, riſing from the Dead, 
Scatter'd the Shades of Pagan Night, 

And bleſs'd the Nations with his Light. 


1Cs $ What hath Gop wrought / let Britons ſee, 
d? Freed from the Flagues of Popery, 

cht? Its tenfold Night, its Iron Chains, 

8 Its galling Yoke, its cruel Pains, 


6 F Wat hath Gop wrought! in glad Surpriſe, 
Shall ſound thro” all the Earth and Skies, 
L When 


6 


| When, like a Mill-Stone in the Main, 4 
Proud Rome ſhall fink, nor riſe again, 


5 What hash Go p wrought ! O bliſsful Theme; 
Are we redeem'd, and call'd by him? 
Shall we be led the Deſert thro'?— 
And ſafe arrive at Glory too ?— 

6 The News ſhall every Harp employ 
Fill every Tongue with rapturous Joy; 
When {ſhall we join the heavenly Throng 
To ſwell the Triumph and the Song! 


N 


245. Chatham Tune. 


R. 536. 


1 ORD, thou haſt bid thy People pray, 
For all that bear the ſovereign Sway 
And thy Vicegerents reign ; 
Rulers, and Governors, and Powers; 
And lo! we humbly pray for ours; I. 
Nor can we pray in vain, 


2 Jrsus, thy choſen Servant guard, N 
And every threatening Danger ward | 
From his anointed Head ; 
Bid all his Griefs and Troubles ceaſe, 
Thro' Paths of Righteouſneſs and Peace 
Our King, propitious lead, 


80 
All x 
All! 


His « 


Fix' 


g Cover his Enemies with Shame, 
Defeat their proud malicious Aim, 
And make their Councils vain; 
Preſerve him Providence divine, 
And let the long illuſtrious Line, 
To lateſt Ages reign, 


4 


Upon him tower thy bleſſings down, 
Crown him with Grace, with Glory crown, 
And everlaſting Joys; 
While Wealth, Proſperity and Peace, 
Our Nation and our Churches blels, 
And praiſe THE GLOBE employs, 


ne; 


; 246. S. M. Beddome. 


( R. 340. 


OST thou my Profit ſeek, 
And chaſten as a Friend ? 
O Gop, I'll kiſs the ſmarting Rod, 
There's Honey at the End. 


2 Doſt thou thro' Death's dark Vale 
Conduct to Heaven at laſt? 
The future Good will make amends 


For all the Evil paſt. 


Lob, I would not repine 
At Strokes in Mercy lent ; 
If the Chaſtiſement comes in Love, 
My Soul ſhall be content, 


pray | 


Sway 


rs: 


rd : 
247. Sevens, Ryland, jun. 

> ſe 

N (R. 545.) 


1 (OVER Ruler of the Skies, - - 
Ever gracious, ever wile ; | 

All my Times are in thy Hand, 

All Events at. thy Command, 


m; 
in; 
His decree, who form'd the Earth, 

Fix'd my farſt and ſecond Birth; 

L 2 Parents 


(220) 


Parents, Native-Place, and Time, 
All appointed were by him. 


3 He that form'd me in the Womb 
He ſhall guide me in the Tomb: 
All my Times ſhall ever be 
Order'd by his wiſe Decree. 


4 Times of Sickneſs. Times of health; 
Times of Penury and Wealth; 
Times of Trial and of Grief; 


Times of Triumph and Relief, 


5 Time's the Tempter's Power to prove; 
Times to talte a Saviour's Love: 


All muſt come, and laſt, and end, 
As ſhall pleaſe my heavenly Friend. 


6 Plagues and Deaths around me fly, 
Till he bids, I cannot die: 
Not a ingle Shaft can hit, 
Till the Gop of Love ſees fit. 


7 O thou gracious, wiſe, and juſt, 

In thy hands my Life Itruſt; 
Have I Somewhat dearer {till ? 
I refign-it to thy Will. 


8 May I always own thy Hand 
Still to the Surrender ſtand: 
Know that thou art Gop alone, 
I and mine are all thy own. 


9 Thee, at all Times, will I bleſs; 
Having thee, I all poſſeſs: 
How can I bereaved be, 
Since I cannot part with thee. 


247. L. 


r Py 


thy 


2 
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247. I. M. 


(R. 548.) 


\ | Ore kf is juſt at Hand, 
And ſhall I waſte my ebbing Sand, 
And careleſs view departing Day, 
And throw my Inch of Time away ? 


2 Eternity, tremendous Souud ! 
To guilty Souls a dreadful Wound ; 
But O! if CHRIS and Heaven be mine, 
How ſweet the Accents! how divine! 


3 Be this my chief, my only Care, 
My high Purſuit my ardent Prayer, 
An Intereſt in the Saviour's Blood. 
My Pardon ſeal'd and Peace with Gop, 


But ſhould my brighteſt Hopes be vain, 
The riſing Doubt, how ſharp its Pain! 
My Fears, O gracious Gop, remove, 
Confirm my Title to thy Love. 


Search, Loxy, O ſearch my inmoſt Heart, 
And Light, and Hope, and Joy impart : 
From Guilt and Error ſet me free, 
And guide me ſafe to Heaven and thee, 


248. C. M. Dr. Watts's Lyric. 


(K. 555) 
i | ORD, 'tis an infinite Delight - 
To lee thy lovely Face, 
To dwell whole Ages in thy Sight, 
And feel thy vital Rays. 


L3. 3 This 
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2 This Gabriel knows, and ſings thy name 


(222) 


With Rapture on his Tongue; 
Moſes the Saint enjoys the ſame, 
And Heaven repeats the Song. 


3 While the bright Nation ſounds thy Praiſe 
From each eternal Hill, 
Sweet Odors of exhaling Grace 
The happy Region fill. 


4 Thy Love a Sea without a Shore, 
Spreads Life and Joy abroad; 
Q, tis a Heaven worth dying for, 
To ſee a ſmiling Goo! 


5 Sweet was the journey to the Sky, 
The wonderous Prophet try'd; 

“Climb up the Mount” ſays Gop, & dic 

The Prophet climb'd and died. 


6 Softly his fainting Head he lay, 
Upon his Maker's Breaſt, 
His Maker kiſs'd his Soul away, A 
And laid his fleſh to Reſt. 


Shew me thy Face, and I'll away, 
From all inferior Things; 

Speak, Lord, and here I quit my Clay, 

And ſtretch my airy Wings. 


249. C. M. Dr. Doddridge. ! ( 
| {R. 566.) 1 

1 OW let our drooping Hearts revive, 
And all our Tears be dry. B 


Why ſhould thoſe Eyes be drown'd in grit Fe 
Which view a Savior nigh ? Wh 
2 


( 22g ) 


2 What tho' the Arm of conquering Death, 
Does God's own Houſe invade ! 
What tho' the Prophet and the Prieſt 
Be number'd with with the Dead ? 


3 Tho' earthly Shepherds dwell in Duſt 
The Aged and the Young, 
The watchful Eye in Darkneſs clos'd, 
And mute th' inſtructive Tongue: 


4 Th' eternal Shepherd ſtill ſurvives 
New Comfort to impart ; 
His Eye ſtill guides us, and his Voice 
Still animates our Heart, 


raiſe 


3 © Lo, I am with you,” ſaith the Lox, 
«© My Church ſhall ſafe abide; 
« For I will ne'er forſake my Own, 
«© Whole Souls in me confide.“ 


b Thro' every ſcene of Life and Death, 
This Promiſe 1s our Truſt ; 
And this ſhall be our Children's Song, 
When we are cold in Duſt, 


r die“ 


250. Helmſley Tune. 7 7 72 th 7 Lt 


lay 

Clay, R. 567.) 
' UIDE me, O thou great Jehovah ! 
Pilgrim thro” this barren Land; 

I am weak, but thou art mighty, 

eVIVE, Hold me with thy powerful Hand; 
| Bread of Heaven, 
in grie Feed me till I want no more. 
| L 4 2 Open 


2 Wh 


( 224 ) 


2 Open thou the cryſtal Fountain, 
Whence the healing Streams do flow; 
Let the fiery cloudy Pillar 
Lead we all my Journey thro? 
Strong Deliverer, | 
Be thou ſtill my Strength and Shield, 


3 When I tread the Verge of Fordan, 
Bid my anxious Fzars ſubſide ; 
Death of Deaths, aud Hell's Deſtruction, 
Land me ſafe on Canaans's Side. 
Songs of Praiſes, 
I will ever give to thee. 


251, C. M. Dr. Walts's Lyric, 


| (Re 569.) | 
1 OW long ſhall Death the tyrant reign, 
And triumph o'er the Juſt: 
While the rich Blood of Martyrs flain 
Lies mingled with the Dult ? 


2 Lo, I behold the ſcatter'd Shades, 
The Dawn of Heaven appears; 
The {ſweet immortal Morning ſpreads 


Its Bluſhes round the Spheres. 


3 I fee the Lo RD of Glory come, 
And flaming Guards around; 
The Skies divide to make him Room, 
The Trumpet ſhakes the Ground. 


4 I hear the Voice, © Ye Dead ariſe !” 
And lo the Graves obey ; 

And waking Saints with joyful Eyes 
Salute th' expected Day. 

| 5 They 


| (225) 
5 They leave the Duſt, and on the Wing, 
Riſe to the Mid way-Air, 
In ſhining Garments meet their King, 
And low adore him there, | 


6 O may our humble Spirits ſtand 
Among them cloath'd in White! 
The meaneſt Place at his Right Hand 


Is infinite Delight. 
on, 


» How will our Joy and Wonder riſe, 
When our returning King, 

Shall bear us homeward thro” the Skies, 

On Love's triumphant Wing! 


252, Helmſley Tune. 


CR. 575+) | 
1 O! He cometh, countleſs Trumpets 
Blow to raiſe the ſleeping Dead, 
Midit ten Thoutand Saints and Angels 
See their great exalted Head, | 
Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome Son of Gon, 


ign, 


2 Now his Merit, by the Harpers, 
Thro' th” eternal Deep reſounds; 
Now reſplendent ſhine his Nail-Prints, 
Every Eye ſhall ſee his Wounds: 
They who pierc'd him 
Shall at his Appgarance wail, 


3 Full of joyful Expectation, 
Saints behold the Judge appear ; 
Truth and Juſtice go before him, 
Now the joyful Sentence hear. 
They 1 Hallelujah 


( 226 ) 


Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome Judge divine. 


4 Come ye bleſſed of my Father, 
nter into Life and Joy; 
„ Baniſh all your Fears and Sorrows, 
« Endleſs Praiſe be your Employ,” 
Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome to the Skies, 


5 Now at once they riſe to Glory, 
JIxsus brings them to the King; 
There, with all the Hoſts of Heaven, 
They eternal Anthems ſing, 
Hallelujah, 5 
Boundleſs Glory to the Lamb, 


253. Newton, 6 


| (R. 577.0 | 61 
1 2 of Judgment, Day of Wonders! 


[ 
Hark, the Trumpet's awful Sound, 9 
Louder than a thouland Thunders, 
Shakes the valt Creation round ! V 
How the Summons V 
Will the Sinner's Heart con found! 


2 See the Judge our Nature wearing, 
Cloth'd in Majeſty divine! 
You who long for his Appearing, a 
Then ſhall ſay this Gov is mine! ( 
Gracious Savior, 
Own me in that Day for thine! 


g At 


(227) 

3 At his Call, the Dead awaken, 

Riſe to Life from Earth and Sea : 

All the Powers of Nature ſhaken 
By his Looks prepare to flee ; 

Careleſs Sinner, 

What will then become of thee ! 


4 Horrors paſt Imagination, 
Will ſurpriſe your trembling Heart, 
When you hear your Condemnation, 
% Hence accurſed Wretch depart! 
% Thou with Satan 
And his Angels, have thy Part!“ 


5 But to thoſe who have confeſſed, 
Lov'd and ſerv'd the Lord below; 
He will {ay, “Come near, ye Bleſſed, 
« See the Kingdom I beſtow : 
«© You for ever 


« Shall my Love and Glory know.” 


b Under Sorrows and Reproaches, 


et May this Thought our Courage raiſe ! 

ot Swiftly God's great Day approaches 

© Sighs ſhall then be chang'd to Praiſe : 
We ſhall triumph 


When the World is in a Blaze, 


254. As the Old goth, J. Straphan, 


(R. 585.) 
N 92 Wings of Faith mount up my Soul 


and riſe, ; 
View thine Inheritance beyond the : 
a or 


3 Kt 


( 228 ) 


Nor heart can think, nor mortal tongue 
can tell, 
What endleſs Pleaſures in thoſe Manſions 
dwell: 
Here our Redeemer lives, all bright & glorious 
O'er Sin and Death and Hell, he reigns vie- 
torious. 


2 Nognawing grief, no ſad heart-rending pain 
In that bleſt Country can Admiſſion gain; 0 
No Sorrow there, no Soul-tormentin fear, 

For Gop's own Hand ſhall wipe the tall. 1 
ing Lear. . 
Here our Redeemer lives, &c. F 


3 Before the Throne a cryſtal River glides, 
Immertal Verdure decks its cheerful ſides; G 
Here. the fair Tree of Life majeſtic rears * 
Its blooming head, and ſovereign virtue A 

bears. | h 

Here our Redeemer hves, &c. 


4 No riſing Sun his needleſs Beams diſplays, 
No:hckly Moon emits her feeble Rays: I 
The Godhead here celeſtial Glory ſheds, 
Th'cxalted Lamb eternal Radiance fpreads, 

Here our Redeemer lives, &c, | JUL 


5 One diſtant Glimpſe my eager paſſion fires! AL 

ESUS, to thee my longing Soul aſpires ! 
When ſhall I at my heavenly Home arrive, 

When leave this Earth, and when begin to 6 Ar 

live? | 4 

For here my Savior is all bright and glorious, 

O'er Sin and Death and Hell he reigns vic- 


256, 


( 229: J 
285. C. M. 


CR. 588. 


ARTH has engroſs'd my Love toes 


long; 
"Tis Time I lift mine Eyes 
Upward, dear FATHER, to thy Throne, 
And to my native Skies. 


2 There the bleſt MAN my Savior ſits 3. 


The Gov how bright he ſhines! 
And ſcatters infinite Delights, 
On all the happy Minds. 


» Seraphs, with elevated Strains, 


Circle the Throne arouna : 
And move, and charm the ſtarry Plains 
With an immortal Sound. 


4 Jesus, the Lok, their Harps employs ; 
Jzsus, my Love, they fing : 

Jzsvs, the Life of both our Joys, 
Sound ſweet from every ſtring. 


; [Hark how beyond. the narrow Bounds 


Of Time and Space they run; 
And echo in majeſtic Sounds 


The Godhead of the Son ! 


And now they ſink the lofty Tune, 


And gentler Notes they play ; 
And bring the Faturs's EQUAL dgwr: 
To dwell in humble Clay. 


4 
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62300 
7 O ſacred Beauties of the Man! 


(The Gop reſides within :) 2 N. 

His Fleſh all pure, without a ſtain; Nor 
His Soul without a Sin: Whe 

8 But when to Calvary they turn, 5 
Silent their Harps abide: 3. 80 
Suſpended Songs, a Moment moura Hund 
The Gop that lov'd and dy'd. ea 

2 Then, all at once, to living Strains * 
They ſummon every Chord: 4 Fa 
Tell how he triumph'd o'er his Pains, Draw 
And chant the riſing Lord. |] hey 

at 


10 Now let me mount, and join their Song, 
And be an Angel too: J Fai 


My Heart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue, The { 
Here's joyful Work for you, * 
0 en 

21 I would begin the Muſic here, 
And ſo my Soul ſhould riſe : er 
O for ſome heavenly Notes to bear 3 


My Paſſions to the Skies! 


12 There ye, that love my Sav1oR, fit: 


There I would fain have Place, 1 
Among your Thrones, or at your Feet, ms 
So I might ſee his Face. E a 

NO Je 

237. I. M. Gospel Mag. 1768. | Faie 

3 | ERE Saints by faith, as thro' a glaſs * I 
Behold the glory of their Lord: try 

, F ( 


But when they ſee him face to face, 


What pleaſure will the ſight afford, 


2 Nor 


n 


Nor eye hath ſeen, nor ear hath heard, 
Nor can our hearts on Earth conceive 
What things the father hath prepar'd, 
for thaſe that on the Son believe. 


. Soon ſhall they ſee him as he is, 

and of his glorious image ſhars : 

Re all entranc'd in heavenly bliſs, 
What pleaſure can with this compare? 


Faith makes them love their abſent Lord, 
Drawn by his ſweet attractive charms, 
They long for his commanding word 

That ſhall tranſport them to his Arms, 


ong, Faith makes them patiently endure 


The ſharpeſt ſuff' rings here they meet, 
Becaule they lee their Title ſure, 
To endleſs joys divinely ſweet. 


gue, 


b And while their minds they thus employ 
Viewing their heav'nly treaſures o'er, 

How they diſpiſe each earthly toy 

and every dazzling Luſt abhor! 


No ſlaviſh fear could ever blind 

heir Luſts and paſhons here like this, 
But faith that works by Love can find, 
No Joy but where its Object is. 


Faith bears them o'er the rugged path, 
And leads them to the Manſions fair, 

It makes them triumph over Death, 

and feel no frightful Terror there. 


2. Goſpet 


{ 232 ) 
258. Goſpel Mag. 1768. 
OUD Hallelujahs ſing, my Soul, 


To thy Redeemer's name; 
In joy and ſorrow, life and death, 
His love is ſtill the ſame. 


2 In all the downward tracts of time, 
God's watchful Eye ſurveys; 
Who! who ſo wiſe to chuſe our Lot, 
And regulate our ways. 


2 Since we believe eternal: Love, 
Unmealurably kind; 
To his unerring gracious Will, 
Be ev'ry With reſign'd. 


4 Good, when he gives, ſupremely good, 
Nor leſs when he denies; 
E'en Croſſes from his Sovereign hand, 
Are Bleſſings in diſguiſe. 


259. C. M. 


1 HEN Man by diſobedience fell, 
And ruin'd all his Race; 
He muſt have been conlign'd to Hell, 
But for Almighty Grace. 


2 Jesvs our deareſt Surety came, 

From his Imperial Throne, 
That bright might ſhine th' eternal Name 
In the incarnate Son. 


3 


( 233 } 


He bore our load of guilt and fin, 
Fulfill'd the law of Gov ; 
That all the Attributes divine, 
Might brightly ſhine thro? Blood. 


strict Juſtice now is ſatisfy'd, 
The debt immenſe is paid: 

The law of God is magnify'd, 
And Truth our Friend is made. 


Now truth and mercy all divine, 
With righteouſneſs and peace, 

So ſweetly and harmonious join, 
To fave a fallen Race. 


6 Oh what a myſtery of Love! 
What depths of Grace unknown! 
Which Saints will ever hng above, 


od, Around rth'eternal Throne. 


id, 260. Sevens. 
ING Jehovah, Man become! 
Offspring of the Virgin's Womb; 
Every Age and Sex adore, 


en, Love ſupreme, and boundleſs pow'r. 


In triumphant ſhouts of praiſe, 
II, All at once your voices raiſe ; 
All in harmony conſpire 


Full and perfect be the choir. 


Sons of Levi, lead the Band, 

Quickly rouſe each flumb'ring land: 
Un the Silver Trumpets ſwell, 
Tidings.of Salvation tell. | 
4 Tender 


( £94.) 


4 Tender Youths and Virgins fair, 
Hallelujahs all prepare ; 
With the ſoftly warbling flute, 
Join the ſweetly ſounding Lute, 


5 Happy Souls, advanc'd in Grace, 
Louder chaunt Jehovah's praiſe; 
Wake the Harp thro' every String, 
To the high-tun'd Symbol fing. 


6 Hark ! the pealing Organ's voice, 
All with ſweet accord, rejoice : 
Breathing forth in unity, 

Glory be ts God on high! 


— 


261. P. M. Horne. 


1 E comes, he comes, Meſſiah comes; 
Hark his Trumpets burſts the tombs; 
His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roar, 
Sin and Death are now no more, 


2 Prepare, prepare, your Songs Prepare, 
Shouts of Angels rend the Air; 
From Earth to Heaven, his Praiſe reſound 
See him now with glory crown'd, 


AY Ca 
— O0 MtWwTY) Hmmm UU 


3 Lift up, lift up your Heads on high, 7 
You for whom he once did die: T 
View aloft his glorious throne, _ T 
All that Glory is your own. A 

4 He calls, he calls, the Saviour calls, 6 M 
Hear him all ye happy Souls; Ti 
“Come ye bleſſed, come away, A 


% Reign with me in endleſs Day. A 


( 235 ) 
Aſcend, aſcend, to Heaven aſcend, 
Time and Sorrow have an End; 
Unfold, ye everlaſting Doors, 
Joy eternal now is yours, 


262. I. M 


Y Nature we are ſunk in Sin, 
And Children of the Wrath divine; 
Are void of Light, of Life, of Grace, 
Of Wiſdom, Power, or Righteouſneſs, 


2 But glory be to Jesvs' Love, 
He left his ſhining Throne above, 
For to fulfil the Law of Goo, 


And ranſom us, by his own Blood, 


That by his perfect Righteouſneſs, 
He might exalt his choſen Race, 
To heavenly bliſs, with him to dwell, 
Above the reach of Death or Hell. 


4 With ſacred Pleaſure there to boaſt, 
Of more than they in Adam loſt; 
And brighter than the Angels ſhine, 
In ]zsvs' righteouſneſs divine: 


5 Then join, ye holy ranſom'd throng, 
To raiſe a ſweet melodious Song, 
To Jzesvs, our Immanuel's Name, 
And his redeeming Love proclaim. 


6 Who liv'd and dy'd for us on Earth, 
To ſave us from vindictive Wrath; 
And to exalt us to his Throne, 

And give us an immortal Crown, 
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( 235 } 
263. C. M. 7 


1 ORM'D for Thyſelf, and turn'd to 
Thee, £ 
Thy Praiſes, Lord, I ſhew ; 
No more, with ſacrilegious Pride, 
I., rob thee of thy Due. 


2 Diveſted of my fancy'd plumes, 
I throw them at thy Feet; 
Nor as an Debt thy favour claim, 
But, as an alms intreat. 


3 Repentance, holineſs, and Faith, 
By which to thee we live: 
Are not conditions we perform, 
But Graces we receive. 


4 Thy Spirit does not offer life, 
But raiſes from the Dead: 
And neither aſks the Sinner's Leave, 
Nor needs the Sinner's Aid. 


5 Thy power, before the Fruit is good, 
Muſt firit renew the Tree: 

We riſe, and work the works of God, 
When wrought upon by Thee. 


6 Each grace of our celeſtial Birth, 
From thy bleſt influence ſprings ; 
Which plants, and nouriſhes, and guards 


And to Perfection brings. 
7 Gardens 


( 297 } 


1 Gardens of thine, inclos'd, and ſeal'd, 
Thou all our Works haſt wrought : 
And will eternal Peace ordain, 


For thoſe thy Blood hath bought. 


Had not thy Love been fix'd on us, 
We had not lov'd Thee now : 
Poſſeſs us quite thou Gop of Grace, 
To whom our all we owe. 


d to 


264. P. M. Goſp. Mag. 1771. 


HY ſhould I fear the darkeſt hour, 
Or tremble at the tempter's pow'r ? 
Jesus vouchſafes to be my Tow'r. 


1 Tho' hot the Fight, why quit the Field, 
Why mult I either flee or yield, 
When JůEsus is my mighty ſhield ? 


z When creature comforts, fade and die, 
Worldlings mutt weep, but why ſhould 1? 
Jzsus ſtill lives, and ſtill is nigh. 

Though all the Flocks and Herds were 

dead, 


My Soul a Famine, need not dread, 
For Jesus is my living bread. 


5 1 know not what may ſoon betide, 
Or how my Wants ſhall be ſupply'd, 
But Jeſus knows, and will provide. 


b Tho' Sin would fill me with Diſtreſs, 
zardy The throne of Grace I dare addrels, 


for Jesus is my Righteoufneſs. | 
rdens 7 Though 


6238) 


7 Though faint my Prayers and cold my love, 
My ſtedfaſt hope ſhall not remove, 
While ]zsus intercedes above. 


8 Againſt me Earth and Hell combine, 
gut on my ſide is power divine, 
Ixsus is all, and he is mine. 


265. P. A. 


4 Hit is a ſweet Employ 
To bleſs the God of Love! 

This completes the glorious joy, 
Of happier Souls above, 
Saints, admitted to the Throne, 
Sing the Grace, which brought them there; 
Let us as we Journey on, 
The heavenly triumph ſhare, 


2 They, thy promiſes fulfill'd, 
With ſhouts of Joy proclaim ; 
We, to full Redemption ſeal'd, 
And lov'd alike with them. 
Sing thy never-changing Grace, 
Grace that ſhall to Glory lead, 
Thou, whoſe will decreed our bliſs, 
Shalt give the bliſs decreed. 


3 With Thylelf, and Them on high, 
We humbly truſt to ſhine ; 
Crown'd with Glory, and with Joy, 
Inferior but to thine ; 8 


Thee 


ove, 


here; 


Thee 


6239) 


Thee, for our Redemption ſold, 
Now exalted to thy Throne, 
Eye to Eye we ſhall behold, 
And know as we are known. 


4 To that High and Holy Place, 


Where Chriſt in Perſon reigns ; 
Stedfaſtly we ſet our Face, 

And he our Strength maintains, 
There the ranſom'd ſing aloud, 
Endleſs glory there is found, 
Beaming from the Throne of God, 
On all that Worſhip round, 


z Jesvs and his Co-Elect, 


One myſtic body make; 

All that love him may expect, 
His glory to partake. | 
When he makes his Jewels up, 
Not a Saint ſhall wanted be; 
Oh my God, fulfil my hope, 


And with them reckon me ! 


} 


266. Seven. - 


1 ARK my Soul! it is the Lord, 


»Tis thy Saviour, hear his Word; 
Jeſus ſpeaks, and ſpeaks to thee, 
Say poor Sinner, lov'ſt thou me ? 


2 I deliver'd thee when bound, 
And when Wounded, heal'd thy Wound: 


Sought thee wand” ring, ſet thee right, 
Turn'd thy Darkneſs into Light, 


3 Can 


LI 


{ 240 ) 


Can a Woman's tender Care 
Ceaſe towards the Child ſhe bare? 
Yes ſhe may forgetful be, 
Yet will I remember ,hee. 


U 


Mine is an unchanging Love. 
Higher than the Heights above: 
Deeper than the Deeps beneath, 
Free and faithful, ſtrong as Death, 


5 Thou ſhalt ſee my Glory ſoon, 


Wher the Work of Grace is done: 
Partner of my. Throne ſhalt be, 
Say, poor Sinner, lov'ſt thou Me? 


6 Lord, it is my chief Complaint, 


K 


That my Love is weak and faint; 
Vet, I love thee, and adore, 
O for Grace to love thee more, 


267. P. M. Ryland. 
ITY, Lob, a ſtraying Sheep, 


Prone to wander from the Fold; 


Bring him back, and ſafely keep, 


In thine Arms the Stragler hold; 


Wilt thou loſe him, Son of God, 


Looſe the purchaſe of thy Blood? 


2 He thy Paſture large and ſweet, 


Leaves to roam the Wilderneſs; 
There he may the Lion meet, 
- Thouſand Foes his Soul diſtreſs ; 
Heal his wandrings, Son of Go, 


Save the purchale of thy Blood 


( 241 ) 
z See the poor Backſlider, fee 
All defil'd his Fleece and torn ; 
Loſt, he knows not where to flee, 
Wholly helpleſs, quite forlorn : 
Wilt thou loſe him Sox of Gon, | 
Loſe the Purchaſe of thy Blood? g 


Hark, he bleats, O hear his Cry, 
Hunger he begins to know; 
Ready to lie down and die, | 
See, he ſinks beneath his Woe: 
lieal his Wand'rings, Sox of Gon, 
Save the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


: Tho! he feels his wretched Caſe, 
Yet he knows not how to mend; 
He muſt periſh, if thy Grace 
Does not move thee to befriend : 
Wilt thou lofe him, Sox of Gov, 
Loſe the Purchaſe of thy Blood ? 


) Skill'd to ſtray, but ign'rant quite, 
When once loſt, to find his Home; 
Wand'ring on by Day and Night, | 
Farther, farther ſtill he'd roam : 
Heal his Wand'rings, Sox of Gon, 

dave the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


Loan, his crooked Ways behold, 
? Kindly his Backſlidings heal ; 
O reſtore him to thy Fold, 
Thy forgiving Love reveal : ; 
Wilt thou loſe him, Sox of Gon, 
Loſe the Purchafe of thy Blood? 


M 8 Given 


( 242 ) 


8 Given to thee, was he not 
By the Father, choſe by Thee? 
With that Price unequall'd bought, 
. Thine own bloody agony ? 
| Heal his Wand'rings, Sox of Gos, 
Save the Purchaſe of thy Blood, 


9 Was he choſen by the Loxo, 
Was he bought at ſuch a Coſt, 
Hell more Triumph to afford; 
Purchas'd only to be loſt ? 
| Wilt thou loſe him, Sox of Goo, 
Loſe the Purchaſe of thy Blood ? 


10 Lox, a wand'ring Sheep reſtore 
To thy Paſtures ever fair; 
Keep him, leſt he wander more, 
Let thy Love confine him there: 
Heal his Wand'rings, Son of Goo, 
Save the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


268, C. M. 
1 \ N KEN Govp the Spirit firſt has made 


A Soul to live anew, 
His Sins before him all are laid, 
How dreadful is the View! 


2 Like Mountains all his Guilt appears, 
And ſtare him in the Face; 
His Soul is all alarm'd with Fears 
Which break his carnal Peace. 


g Sur 


( 243) 


Sure I muſt be of Sinners chief, 
None elſe can be ſo bad; 
So vaſt my Sins, ſure no Relief 
Can e'er by me be had! 
Thus ſelf-condemn'd, he owns 'twere juſt, 
If Cyux1sT ſhould ſay, depart; 
But yet to him apply he muſt, 
None elſe can eaſe his Smart. 


Juſt at the Moment when his Hope, 
Seems loſt in black Deſpair; 
jesus into his Boſom drops, 
From Heav'n a Promiſe fair, 


Fired with ſacred Love divine, 
A joyful Noiſe he'll make : 
]zsUs is mine, the Saviour's mine, 


I of his Love muſt ſpeak. 


N 


269, Sevens, 


made nm ! I hear the Trumpet ſound, 
How it rends the gaping Ground! 
dee the Graves reſign their Truſt ! 
dee the Souls reſume their Duſt ! 


ars, dee the Sea give up her Dead, 
Riſing from her wat'ry Bed! 
dee the Gop in Flames deſcend! 
dee all Nature near her End! 
5 Sur , 


M 2 3 See 


( 244 ) 


3 See the Angel; hear him ſay, 
This the laſt deciſive Day: 
* At the Bar now all appear, # 


© Your unchanging Doom to hear,” 


Thi 

4 Sec the wicked trembling ſtand! _ WI 

| Hear the Judge's great Command ! Thy 
Devils, take them to your Home! Is ( 

„ Fire and Brimſtone is your Doom!“ "3 

5 But the righteous how they riſe = 

Triumph ſparkling in their Eyes! Wit 

Angels, bear them to their Gop, Our 


| Cleans'd and chang'd by Jesvu's blood, Wh 


6 They with Joy and Pleaſure hear, 
Quite diveſt and void of Fear: 
Come, ye bleſſed, hve with me 
« Thro' a vaſt Eternity! 


7 © See yon flaming Worlds I made 
© Fer J its Foundation laid, 
„Long before your Father's Fall, 
1 lov'd, I bleſs'd, I choſe you all. 


3 © Once on Earth you wanted Peace, 
No your Comforts never ceaſe; 
„Here ye ſhall for ever reign, 
And all Heav'n reſound, Amen!“ 


* 


od, 


( 245) 
270. P. M. -Toplady. 


And warm with uncreated Fire! 
Thou the anointing Spirit art 
Who doſt thy ſevenfold Gifts impart : 
Thy bleſſed Unction from above 
Is Comfort, Life, and Fire of Love; 


Enable with perpetual. Light 

The Dullneſs of our blinded Sight; 
Anoint and chear us, all our Days, 

With the Abundance of thy Grace ; 

Our Foęs convert; give Peace at Home: 
Where thou art Guide, no Ill can come. 


Teach us to know the FAr HER, Son, 
And Tuzz a Trinity in One: 

That, thro' the Ages all along, 

This may be our endleſs Song: 

Praiſe to thy Eternal Love, 

FaTHER, Sox, and MrsTic Doves! 


271, P. M. Toplady. G 


APPINESS, thou lovely Name, 
Where's thy Seat, O tell me where? 

Learning, Pleaſure, Wealth, and Fame, 
All cry out, “ It is not here.” 
Not the Wiſdom of the Wiſe 
Can inform me where it lies. 
Not the Grandeur of the Great, 
Can the Bliſs, I ſeek, create, 


M 3 2 Object 


9 E, Holy Ghoſt, our Souls inſpire 
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2 Object of my firſt Deſire, 


i189, crucity'd for me! 
All to Happineſs aſpire, 
Only to be found in thee : 
Thee to pleaſe, and Thee to know, 
Conſtitute our Bliſs below ; | 
Thee to ſee, and Thee to love, 


Conſtitute our Bliſs above, | 9" 
g Lord, it 1s not Life to live T 
If thy Preſence thou deny; 
Lord, if thou thy Preſence give, T 


„ Tis no longer Death to die:“ 
Source and Giver of Repoſe, 


Singly from thy Smile it flows N 
Peace and Happineſs are thine, 
Mine they are, if Thou art mine. | C 


4 Whilſt I feel thy Love to me, 
Ev'ry Object teems with Joy: 
Here O may I walk with Thee, 
Then into thy Preſence die! 
Let me but thyſelf poſſeſs, 
Total Sum of Happineſs! 4G 
Real Bliſs I then ſhall prove ; 
Heav'n below, and Heav'n above. 


272, 


1 WAS not by our Sword 
| We ſhortly ſhall ſing, 

No Might of ours, Loxp, 

To Canaan cou'd bring: 


( 


But thine own free Purpoſe, 
Thine antient decree, 

That fix'd thy Love on us, 
We plainly ſhall ſee. 


» Our Via'ry o'er Sin, 
O'er Death and o'er Hell, 
Twas thou didſt begin, 
And finiſh it well : 
Thine arm brought Salvation 
To thy choſen Seed, 
Thy favorite Nation, 
For whom thou didſt bleed. 


No Works of our own, 
No Goodneſs in us, 
Cou'd ever atone | 
To free from the. Curſe : 
Thy perfe& Obedience 
Imputed will be, 
Our Caule of Admittance 
iy Glory to lee, 


4 Grace will be the Theme, 

Rich, ſov'reign, and free : 

All Praiſe to thy Name, 
Dear Jeſus, will be; 

When happy in Glory, 
Beholding thy Face, 

We'll then fing before thee 
Diſtinguiſhing Grace. 


M 4 
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; *7%. PuaM, 1 
1 E Hallelujahs 
: Be to the Father giv'n, A 
Who lov'd his own. 
Ere Time begun, 

And mark'd them out for Heav'n. 0 
Anthems of equal Glory "Ih 
Aſcribe we to the Savior; + V 
Who liv'd and dy'd, P. 
That we, his bride, 1 
Might live with him for ever. V 
Z | 2A 
2 Hail co- eternal Spirit, 80 
Thy Church's new Creator! V 
The Saints he ſeals, D 
Their Fear diſpels, V 
And ſanctifies their Nature, B 
We laud the glorious Triad, * 
The myſtic One in Eſſence; C 
Till celbd to join L 
The Hoſts that ſhine N 
In his immediate Preſence. , 

3 Faithful is he that promis'd, 
And ſtands engag'd to ſave us: 45 
The Triune Lord ] 
Has paſs'd his Word | 
That he will never leave us. 6 


A King- 


4a 4 tw f 
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A Kingdom he aſhgn'd us 
Before the World's Foundation, 
Thou God of Grace, 
Be thine the Praiſe, 
And ours the Conſolation. 


— 


2h FM ac. 
89 Chriſt thy Griefs hath borne, 
Weeping Soul, no longer mourn! 
View him bleeding on the Tree, 
Pouring out his Life for thee : 
There thy ev'ry Sin He bore : 
Weeping Soul, lament no more. 


2 All thy crimes on him were laid: 
See, upon his blameleſs Head 
Wrath its utmoſt Vengeance pours, 
Due to my offence and yours: 
Wounded in our Stead, He is; 
Bruis'd for our. Iniquities. 


3 Weary Sinner, keep thiae Eyes 
On th' atoning Sacrifice: 
There th' Incarnate Deity 
Number'd with Tranſgreſſors ſee: 
There his Father's Abſence mourns: 
Nail'd, and bruis'd, and crown'd with 
Thorns. 
See thy God his Head bow down; 
Hear the Man of Sorrows groan ; 
For thy Ranfom, there condemn'd, 
dtript, derided, and blaſphem'd: 
Bleeds the guiltleſs for th' unclean ;; 
Made an Off ring for thy Sin. 


Ms 55 Caſt: 
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5 Caſt thy guilty Soul on Him : 
Find Him mighty to redeem ; 
At his Feet thy Burden lay; 
Look thy Doubts and Cares away : 
Now, by Faith, the Sox embrace, 
Plead his Promiſe, truſt his Grace. 


6 Lox, thy Arm mult be reveal'd, 
Ere I can by Faith be heal'd ; 
Since I ſcarce can look to thee, 
Caſt a gracious Eye on me! 

At thy Feet myſelf I lay: 
Shine, O ſhine my Fears away ! 


275. C. M. Toplady. 


1 OW vaſt the Benefits divine, 
Which we in ChRISTH poileſs, 
Sav'd from the Guilt of Sin we are, 
And call'd to Holineſs, 


2 But not for Works which we have done, 
Or ſhall hereafter do, 
Hath God decreed on finful Worms 
Salvation to beſtow. 


3 The Glory, Loxp, from firſt to laſt, 
Is due to thee alone : 
Aught to ourſelves we dare not take, 
Or rob thee of thy Crown. 


4 Our glorious Surety undertook 
To ſatisfy for Man, 
And Grace was given us in Him, 
Before the World began, ; 
| 5 This 


Ml ” mn 
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z This is thy Will, that in thy Love 
We ever ou abide : 
And lo; we Earth and Hell defy 
To make thy Counſel void. 


6 Not one of all the choſen Race, 
But ſhall to Heav'n attain ; 
Partake on Earth the purpos'd Grace, 
And then with JESsus reign, 


Of FaTHER, Son, and SyIRIT, we 1 
Extol the threefold Care, 41 
Whoſe Love, whoſe Merit, and whoſe 1 


Pow'r | 
Unite to lift us there. ! 


1 8 all Things hy the Pow'r and Love 
Of our Immanuel's form'd anew, 
Behold the City of our God 
Deſcending to our raptur'd View ! 


2 There ſhall the Saints triumphant dwell 
With Angels, and their Life enjoy, 
And their harmonious Harps and Tongues 
In everlaſting Praiſe employ. 


3 No more their Bodies rack'd with Pain, 
Or moulder'd by the curſe are found ; 
Immortal from the Duſt they riſe, 
And with immortal Glory crown'd. 


4 Sin ſhall defile and vex no more, 
In infinite Perfection loſt ; 
O when ſhall we our Harbour gain, 


And land upon this bliſsful Coaſt: 


his M 6 
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1 EYOND the glitt'ring ſtarry Globes 
B Far as th” Dial ls, : ; 
There, in the boundleſs Worlds of Light () 
Our great Redeemer dwells. Ang 
2 Legions of Angels, ſtrong and fair, 0 
- In countleſs armies ſhine 
At his right Hand, with golden Harps * 
To offer Songs divine, 5 
3 © Hail, Prince! (they cry) for ever hail! 1 
% Whole unexampled Love, 
© Caus'd thee to quit theſe glorious Realms, Wo 
And Royalties above.“ : 
4 Whilſt He did. condeſcend, on Earth, 5 
To suffer rude diſdain; 
They threw their Honours at his Feet, | In 
And waited in his Train. 
3 Thro' all his Travels, here below 5 
They did his Steps attend: 
Oft gaz'd, and wonder'd where, at laſt, * 1 
This Scene of Love wou'd end! 400 
6 They ſaw his Heart transfix'd with Wounds, * 
His crimſon Sweat and Gore; 
They ſaw him break the Bars of Death, . 
Wnich none e'er broke before. g r 
7 They brought his Chariot from above Wi 
To bear him to his Throne : F 


CN 
277. C. M. GCofp. Mag. 1776. 


Clapp'd their triumphant Wings, and.cry'd 
« The glorious Work is done,” R 
| 270, 


( 253 } 
278. C. M. 


Thou, whoſe Providence divine 
PFulfills thine own Decrees, 
And overturns the Schemes of Men, 
Or proſpers, as it pleaſe ! 


ht 


> Controuling all, by none controul'd, 
Thine Arm is ever ſtrong: 

All-juſt, all-holy, and all-wiſe, 
Thou canſt do nothing wrong, 


Worm as I am, a Rebel once, 
But now ſubdu'd by Grace; 

I glory in thy ſov'reign Love, 
And there my Hope I place. 


ms, 


In thee delighting, to thy Care 
] wou'd my Way commit : 

Thou order'ſt ev'ry Step I take, 
And holdeſt up my Feet. 


Into this World, to do thy Will, 
(And not my own) I came :” 

So ſaid thy So N O may thy Grace 
Teach me to ſay the ſame. 


ids, 


Nothing I abſolutely aſk, 
Except more Grace, to be 
With thy good Pleaſure ſatisfy'd, 
And ſwallow'd up in thee, 


278, ; | | | 279. 
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279. I. M. 


A; AIL, ſov'reign Love, that firſt began, 


The Scheme to reſcue fallen Man! 
Hail, matchleſs, free, eternal Grace, 
That gave my Soul a hiding Place, 


Againſt the Gop who rules the Sky, 
I fought, with Hand uplifted high; 
Deſpis'd the Mention of his Grace, 
Too proud to ſeek a hiding Place. 


Enwrap'd in thick Egyptian Night, 
And fond of Darkneſs more than Light, 
Madly I ran the ſinful Race, 

Secure without a hiding Place, 


But thus th” eternal Council ran: 

« Almighty Love, arreſt that Man!“ 
J felt the Arrows of Diſtreſs, 

And found I had no hiding Place.” 


Indignant Juſtice ſtood in View, 

To Sinai's fiery Mount I flew ; 

But Juſtice cry'd, with frowning Face, 
„ This Mountain is no hiding Place. 


E'er long an heav'nly Voice I heard, 
And Mercy's Angel Form appear'd: 
She led me on, with placid Pace, 

To JEsus as my hiding Place. 


7 Shou'd 


gan, 
lan! 
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zhou'd Storms of ſev'nfold Thunder roll, 
And ſhake the Globe from Pole to Pole; 
No flaming Bolt cou'd daunt my Face, 
For J=sus is my hiding Place. 


On him Almighty Vengeance fell, 
That muſt have funk a World to Hell : 
He bore it for the choſen Race, 

And thus became their hiding Place. 


Afew more rolling Suns, at moſt, 

Will land me on fair Canaan's Coaſt ; 
Where I ſhall ſing the Song of Grace, 
And ſee my glorious hiding Place, 


280. Newton. 


HOUGH Troubles aſſail, 
And Dangers affright, 
Tho' Friends ſhould all fail, 
And Foes all unite; 
Yet one Thing ſecures us, 
Whatever betide : 
The Promiſe aſſures us 
The Loxp will provide!“ 


The Birds, without Barn 
And Store-houſe, are fed: 
From them let us learn 
To truſt for our Bread. 
His Saints, what is fitting, 
Shall ne'er be deny'd; 
do long as 'tis written, 
The Loxp will provide!“ 
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3 We all may, like Ships, 
By Tempeſts be toſt 
On perilous Deeps, 
But canot be loſt: 
Tho' Satan enrages 
The Wind and the Tide, 
Yet Scripture engages 


4 His Call we obey, 
Like Abra'm of old; 
We know not the Way, 
But Faith makes us bold: 
For tho' we are Strangers, 
We have a ſure Guide 
And truſt in all Dangers, 
The Lok p will provide!“ 


5 When Satan appears, 
To ſtop up our Path, 
And fill us with Fears; 
We triumph by Faith: 
He cannot take from us, 
Tho? oft he hath try'd, 


6 He tells us we're weak, 
Our Hope is in vain, 
The Good that we ſeek 
We ne'er ſhall obtain: 
But when ſuch.Suggeſtions 
Our Graces have try'd, 
This anſwers all Queſtions; 


The LoxD will provide!“ 


That Heart-cheering Promiſe, 
»The LoRD will provide!“ 


* The Loxp will provide!“ 


1 Ca 


( 257 ) 


No Strength of our own, 
Nor Goodneſs we claim; 
Our Truſt is all thrown 
On Ixsus's Name: 
In this our ſtrong Tower 
For Safety we hide; 
The Lo RD is our Power, 
The Lo RD will provide: 


When Life ſinks apace, 
And Death is in View, 
The Word of his Grace 
Shall comfort us through: 
Not fearing nor doubting, 
With CHRIS on our Side, 
We hope to die ſhouting, 
The Loxd will provide!” 


281. C. M. Geſp. Mag. 1777. 
i CALV ATION through our dying Gon, 


I nian aud Complete 
He paid whate'er the Sinner ow'd, 
And cancell'd all our Debt. 


1 Salvation fintsh'd charming Sound! 
Let Shouts of Triumph riſe : 
Free Grace, doth more than Sin abound, 
And we ſhall reach thy Skies! 


Salvation, to ſweet Harps of Gold, 
My raptur'd Soul ſhall fing; 
And ſtrike, while endleſs ages roll 
The ever tuneful ſtring, 


( 258 ) 


282. C. M. Buchanan, 


= 8 is the Love, that NO I glows 
l Within each Rrotlier' s Breaſt ; 

q And binds in gentleſt Bonds each Heart 
= All bleſſing, and all bleſt : 


2 Sweet as the od'rous Balſam pour'd, 
On Aaron's ſacred Head, 


Which o'er his Beard, and 3 his Veſt, 
A breathing Fragrance ſhed. 


Like Morning Dews on Sion's Mount 
That ſpread their Silver Rays; 

And deck with Gems the DR Pomp 
Which Hermon's top diſplays. 


4 To ſuch the Lord of Life and Love 
His Bleſſing ſhall extend: 
On Earth a Life of Joy and Peace, 


And Life that ne'er mall end. 


283. C. M. Young. 


of Hope, 
And bids 3 Strength exert; 


Things, 
From Fancy to the Heart. 


JIS Love which plumes the Wings 


Which brings our Faith from Sound to 


4 The 


glows 


eart, 


Veſt, 


nt 


Omp 


Wings 
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The Time ſhall come when conſtant Faith, 
And patient Hope ſhall die; 
One loft in Certainty of Sight, 
And one difſolv'd in Joy. 


2+ But Love ſhall laſt when theſe no more 
Shall warm the Pilgrim's Breaſt, 
Or open on his dying Eyes, 
His long-expetted Reſt. 


4 Love's unextinguish'd Ray ſhall burn 
Thro' Death, unchang'd its frame: 
It's Lamp ſhall triumph o'er the Grave, 
With uncorrupted Flame. | 


284. C. M. Cennick, 


NE witneſs Heaven and Earth to-day, 
We give ourſelves to Him, 
Who dy'd to take our Sin away, 
And us from Earth redeem. 


We make a Preſent of our Lives, 
Our Goods, and Friends, and Blood, 
To ]Jzsus CurisT, who each receives 
Who come through him to Gop, 


+ We are our own no more ; no more 
We to this World belong; 
We are the Lorp's, him we adore, 


The Theme of ev'ry Song, 


avs, 
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: 285, = M. Williams. & 
1 1 Know that my Redeemer lives, , 
This Thought tranſporting Pleaſure 
2 | 
And ſtanding, at the latter Day, | 4 


On Earth his Glories ſhall diſplay, 


2 And tho' this goodly, mortal Frame, 
Sink to the Duſt from whence it came; 
Tho” bury'd in the ſilent Tomb, 3 J 
And Worms my Skin and Fleſh conſume; 


3 Yet on that happy rifing Morn, 
New Life this Body ſhall adorn ; 
Theſe active Powers refin'd ſhall be, 
And Gop my Saviour I ſhall fee. 


4 Tho' perish'd all my cold Remains, 
Tho' ali conſum'd my Heart and Reins; 
Vet, for myſelf, theſe wond'ring Eyes, 
Gov ſhall behold with glad Surprize. ; 


286, C. M. Williams, 


1 1 thy great Name, O Prince of Peace: 
A grateful Song we raiſe; 
Accept, thou Sun of Righteouſneſs, 
The Tribute of our Praiſe, 


2 Thy Providence our Souls admire, 
With Joy its Windings trace; 
And ſhout, in one united Choir, 
The Triumphs of thy Grace, 
3 Our 
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3 Our happy Union, Lonxp, maintain, 
Here let thy Preſence dwell ; 
And Thouſands loos'd from Satan's Chain, 
urs Riſe from the Brink of Hell. 
4 Diſtreſſed Churches pity, Loxo, 
Their diſmal Breaches cloſe ; 
Their Sons unite in ſweet Accord, 
And troubled Minds compole. 


z In all, be Purity maintain'd, 
ne; Peace like a River flow, 
And holy zeal, and love unfeign'd 
In ev'rv Boſom glow. 


287. C. M. Laraill, 


83 1 THE God of Grace muſt be ador'd, 
7 For Love ſupremely great ; 
That forms a Dwelling by his Word, 
Where Satan had his Seat. 


Jesus the Saviour, charming Name! 
ace! He lov'd our Souls ſo well; ; 
He bore the Load of Sin and Shame, 

That he might ſave from Hell. 


* Finiſh'd,” he cry'd, and bow'd his Head, 
But ſoon the Savior roſe ; 
Tho' he was number'd with the Dead, - 
He lives to plead our Cauſe. 


Our 4 Awake 
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4 Awake my Heart, awake my Tongue, g 
A grateful Offering bring; BY 
Grace is the Subject of the Song, \ 
Who can refule to ſing ! W -. 
\ Th 
288. S. M. Larwill, Mo. 
h e 
Tx Gov chat made the Skies, - 
The Sea and verdant Fields, Th 
Beholds with his omniſcient Eyes, IF 
What Fruit his Vineyard yields, W 
2 And if no Wine be found, a 
Nor any Cluſter there; Tn 
He will the fruitleſs Tree condemn =; 
To everlaſting Fire, W 
3 But if the Tree be ſmall, 4 
And but one Cluſter found ; {Th 
The LorD will ſay, deſtroy it not, | 
But fence it all around, T 
4 Great Gov! for JIxsus' Sake, 

Make us to grow and thrive ; 

O make us fruitful by thy Grace, 

And to thy Glory live, | 8 
| 289. C. M. Button, W 


1 R EJOICE ye Saints, and ſhout aloud, 
Diſmiſs your Fears and Dread; 
Begin a Song of ſolemn Praiſe, 
And fing of Caxisrt your Head. 


+ This 


( 263) 
This is the Head that gives us Life, 
And quickens all our Frame; 


In him we live, and move, and breathe, 
We triumph in his Name, 


This is the Head, that bore the Load 

Of Sorrow and Diſgrace; 
He bore the pond'rous Weight of Wrath, 
Due to our apoſtate Race. 


Of Wiſdom, and of Care; 


And owns the meaneſt there. 


This is the Head in which we're bleſs'd 
With rich Supplies of Grace; 

We taſte his Love while Pilgrims here, 
And long to ſee his Face. 


This is the Head that wears the Crown 
Of Honour and of Power; _ 
'Tis he demands our higheſt Praiſe, 
Both now and evermore. 


290. P. M. Fellows, 
SWIFT Time the Space had run, 


In heav'nly Councils known, 
When God's eternal Son, 
Shou'd leave his ſtarry Throne ; 
In human Form, 
On Earth to dwell ; 
To ſave his Sons 


From Death and Hell, 


oud, 


This 


This is the Head of Senſe, and Thought, 
Who loves and plans the Church's Good, 
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2 A Voice the Deſert rends; 
The Hills return the Sound; 
A Gop! a Gop deſcends! 
Prepare the Way around ! 
Repent ! Confeſs 
Your num'rous Sins ! 
Mieſſiah comes, 
His reign begins! 


3 To Jordan goes the Gon, 


Where his great Herald ſtands; 


And at the ſwelling Flood 

Baptiſmal Rites demand; 
Beneath the Tide 
Quick he deſcends; 
Ihe great Event 
All Heav'n attends. 


4 The parting Waves retire ; 
My Soul, behold him riſe! 
Floods of applauſive Fire 
Burſt from the op'ning ſkies: 
While on his Head 
The heav'nly Dove 
Deſcends, and ſheds 
Bright Beams of Love. 


3 An heav'nly Voice on high, 
The wond'ring Nation heard, 
Proclaim him thro” the Sky, 
And bid him be rever'd. 
«© This is my well 
c Beloved Sox; 
© And pleag'd I view - 
* What he hath done.“ 
4 


6 Les, 


b V. 
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b Yes, LonD, we will revere 
Thy great commanding Voice; 
Thy only Son we'll hear, 
And make his Ways our Choice. 
O LAB of Goo, 
How ſafe are we, 
In Paths mark'd out, 
And trod by thee. 


291. C. M. Fellows. 
| TNEAR Loxo, and will thy pard'ning 


Love 
Embrace a Wretch ſo vile? 

Wilt thou my Load of Guilt remove, 
And bleſs me with thy Smile ? 


+ Haſt thou diſcharg'd my dreadful Debt, 
And ſet the Pris'ner free ? 
Can'ſt thou each bold Affront forget, 
And ſave a Wretch like me? 


And ſhall my proud rebellious Heart, 
Yet murmur at thy Will? 
Shall I from thy Commands depart, 
And wander from thee {till ? 


1 Haſt thou for me the Croſs endur'd, 
And all the Shame despis'd ? 

And ſhall I be aſham'd, O Lo RD, 
With thee to be baptiz'd? 


No more will I rebellious ſtand ! 
Let Fear and Shame be gone! 
This Ordinance is thy Command: 
Thy Will, my God, be done! 


N 298, 
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292. C. M. 7. Stennet. 


1 LL thy created Works, O Loks, 
| In Earth and Heav'n above; 
„ And all thy Works of Providence 
Speak Thee a Gop of Love. 


2 But thy ſurprizing Acts of Grace 
To Adam's guilty Seed, I 

= Loudly proclaim to all the World, 

=_ That Gov is Love indeed. 


3 To Objects worthy of thy Wrath, 
| Thy boundleſs Love extends; 0 
| Thou'rt kinder to thy Enemies | 
Than Men are to their Friends, 


4 Love drew the Model of our Bliſs * 

a In the Decrees divine, 5 0 
—Conducdts the Work, and will at length 
Compleat the vaſt Deſign. 


5 Love brought Heaven's Heir down from 4 T. 
the Throne, . 
Into a Virgin's Womb; Al 
Faſten'd him to a curſed Tree, 
And laid him in a Tomb. 


6 In Words, in Deeds, in Suff'rings too, 
The Law of Kindneſs reign'd; | 
Love open'd all his ghaſtly Wounds, 
Thro' which his Life was drain'd. 


7 Twas 


( 267 ) | — 


7 Twas Love convey'd him to his Throne, 
There to prepare us Room; 

And Love will bring him down again, 
To take his Children home. 


| Je 2. 01 0442930 CM Conyers. AC Ew V 5 geren = 
OW may the Spirit's holy Fire, 


Deſcending from above, 
His waiting Family inſpire 


With Joy, and Peace, and Love! 


The Comforter we thee confels ; 
Unleſs thou'rt preſent here, 
Our Songs of Praiſe are vain Addreſs, 
We utter heartleſs Pray'r. 


+ Wake, heav'nly Wind, ariſe, and come, 
Blow on the drooping Field, 
Our Spices then ſhall breathe Perfume, 
And fragrant Incenſe yield, 


4 Touch, with a living Coal the Lip 
That ſhall proclaim thy Word; 
And bid the waiting Hearer keep 
Attention to the Lox. 


5 Haſten the Reſtitution Day, 


0, Which now Corruption ſhrouds; 
New Heav'ns and new Earth diſplay, 
: With Jesus in the Clouds, 


(268) 
294. P. M. Conyers. 


1 HE Loxv of Earth and Sky, 


The Gop of Ages praiſe ! 


Who reigns enthron'd on high 
Ancient of endleſs Days; 


Who lengthens out our Trial here, 


And ſpares us yet another Year, 


Barren and wither'd Trees, 


We cumber'd long the Ground ; 


No Fruit of Holineſs 
On our dead Souls was found ; 
Yet, did he us in Mercy ſpare 


Another and another Year: 


When Juſtice drew the Sword 
To cut the Fig-tree down, 

The Pity of our LORD | 
Cry'd “ Let it {till alone :” 
The Father mild inclin'd his Ear, 
And ſpar'd us yet another Year, 


Jzsvs, thy ſpeaking Blood, 
From God obtain'd the Grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
7 On us a longer Space: 
Thou didſt in our Behalf appear, 
And lo! we ſee another Year, 


5 Then dig about our Root, 

Break up our fallow Ground, 
And let our gracious Fruit, 

To thy great Praiſe abound: 
O let us all thy Praiſe declare, 
And Fruit unto Perfection bear. 


Fg 


295. 
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295, P. M. Conyers, 


1 EE, my Soul, with Wonder ſee 
The incarnate Deity ; 

Human Nature he aſſumes, # 
He to ranſom Sinners comes: 

He was not conceiv'd in Sin, 

He was infinitely clean ; 

Him no ſinful Spot diſguis'd, 

Yet, lo! he was circumcis'd, 


2 He fulfill'd all Righteouſneſs, 
Standing in our legal Place; 
From the Manger to the Croſs, - 
All he did, he did for us: 
He did all our Woes retrieve, 

He expir'd that we might live; 
By his Stripes our Wounds are heal'd, 
By his Blood our Peace is ſeal'd. 


3 J=$v's Pain procures our Eaſe : 

IJ svu's Death is our Releaſe; 

_ Je$v's Croſs obtains our Crown; 
Je $U's Sepulchre our Throne: 
Lo RD, conform us to thy Death, 
Bid our Sins yield up their Breath; 
By thy Reſurrection's Pow'r, | 
Make our Souls to Glory ſoar. 


4 Circumciſe our filthy Hearts; 
Purify our inward Parts: 
'Loxp, deſtroy the carnal Mind, 
205. That in thee we Peace may find: 
N 3 : In 
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In thy Righteouſneſs array'd, 
Let us triumph, and be glad; 
Let us walk with thee in white, 
Let us ſee thy Face in Light. 


296. 4 NM. Hart. 


3 OME all ye choſen Saints of Gov, 
That long to feel the cleanſing Blood, 


In penſive Pleaſure join with me, 


To ſing of ſad Gethſemane. 


2 Gethſemane, the Olive-Preſs ! 
And why ſo call'd, let Chriſtians gueſs, 
Fit Name! fit Place! where Vengeance 
trove, | 


And dreadful Fight maintain'd with Love, 


3 "Twas here the LoRD of LITE appear'd, 
And ſigh'd, and groan'd, and pray'd, and 

_ fears; 
Bore all incarnate Gop could bear, 
With Strength enough—and none to ſpare, 


4 The Pow'rs of Hell united preſs'd, 

And bruis'd his Heart, and bruis'd his 
Breaſt, 

What dreadful Conflicts rag'd within, 

When Sweat and Blood forc'd thro' the 

Skin! 


5 Diſpatch'd from Heav'n an Angel ſtood, 
Amaz'd to find him bath'd in Blood, 
Ador'd by Angels and obey'd; 
Bat lower now than Angels made. 


6 He 
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6 He ſtood to ſtrengthen, not to fight : 
Juſtice exacts its utmoſt Mite ; 
This Victim Vengeance will purſue, 
He undertook, and muſt go through. 


7 O Love of unexampled Kind! % 
That leaves all Thought ſo far behind: 
Where Length, and Breadth, and Depth 

and Height, . ; | 
Are loſt to my aſtoniſh'd Sight. 


Part Second. 


8 Three favor'd Servants, left not far, 
Were bid to wait and watch the War; 
But CHRIST withdrawn, what Watch we 

"REP 


To ſhun the Sight, they ſunk in Sleep. 


y Backwards and forwards thrice, he ran 
As if he ſought ſome Help from Man ; 
Or wish'd at leaſt, they wou'd condole 
('Twas all they cou'd) his tortur'd Soul. 


10 Whate'er he ſought for, there was none ; 
Our Captain fought the Field alone ; 
Soon as the Chief to Battle led, 

That Moment ev'ry Soldier fled. 


11 Myſterious Conflict! Dark Diſguiſe ! 
Hid from all Creatures peering Eyes; 
Fn, jan aſtonish'd view'd the Scene, 
And wonder yet, what all cou'd mean, 


N 4 12 O 


13 O Kedron, gloomy Brook, how foul 
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12 O Mount of Olives, ſacred Grove! 
O Garden, Scene of tragic Love! 
What bitter Herbs thy Beds produce ! 


How rank their Scent ! how harſh their 
Juice! 


Thy black polluted Waters roll! 
No Tongue can tell, (but ſome can taſte) 
The Filth that into thee was caſt, 0 


14 And why, dear Savioux, tell me why, 4 
Thou thus would'ſt ſuffer, bleed and die? : 
What mighty Motive cou'd thee move? 

The Motive's plain, 'twas all for Love. 41 


15 O Love of unexampled Kind, | 
That leaves all Thought ſo far behind; 3 
Where Length, and Breadth, and Depth, 6 
and Height, | 
Are loſt to my aſtoniſh'd Sight, : ( 


297. P. M. Hart, 


s TESUS, whilſt he dwelt below, 


As divine Hiſtorians ſay, 
To a Place wou'd often go, 6 ( 
Near to Kedron's Brook it lay : 
In this Place he lov'd to be, | 


And 'twas nam'd Gethſemane, 


2 Thither, ' 


ther, 
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2 Thither, by their Maſter brought, 
His Diſciples likewiſe came; 
There the heav'nly Truth he taught, 
Often ſet their Hearts on Flame; 


Therefore they, as well as He, 
Viſited Gethſemane. 


3 Here they oft converſing ſat, | 
Or might join with CHRIST in Pray'r; 
O what bleſt Devotion's that, 
When the LoRD himſelf is there; 
All Things to them ſeem t' agree 
To endear Gethſemane. 


4 Full of Love to Man's loſt Race, 
On his Conflict much he thought, 
This he knew the deſtin'd Place, 
And he lov'd the ſacred Spot; 
Therefore 'twas he lik'd to be 
Often in Gethſemane. 


: Came at Length the dreadful Night, 
Vengeance with its Iron Rod, 
Stood and with collected Might 
Bruis'd the harmleſs Lams of Gop. 
See, my Soul, thy Saviour lee, 
Grov'ling in Gethſemane! 


b Oh, what Wonders Love has done! 
But how little underſtood ! 
Gop well knows, and Gop alone, 
What produc'd that Sweat of Blood, 
Who can thy deep Wonders ſee 
Wonderful Gethſemane, 


N 3 7 There 
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7 There my Gop bore all my Guilt ;: 


This thro? Grace can be believ'd; 
But the Horrors which he felt, 
Are too vaſt to be conceiv'd, 
None can penetrate thro' Thee, b 


Doleful, dark Gethſemane! 


8 Sins againſt a holy God ; 
Sins againſt his righteous Laws; 
Sins againſt his Love=his Blood; 
Sins againſt his Name and Caule ;. 
Sins immenſe as in the Sea 
Hide me, O Gethſemane. 1 


| 298, C. M, Hart. 
1 PRELIEVERS own they are but blind; 


They know themſelves unwiſe; 
But Wiſdom in the Lox they find, 
Who opens all their Eyes. 


2 Unrighteous are they all, when try'd, 
But God himſelf declares, 
In J=sus they are juſtify'd ; 3 
His Righteouſneſs is their's. 


| 3 That we're unholy needs no Proof; 

We ſorely feel the Fall: | 
But CHRISTfT has Holineſs enough 

To ſanctify us all. 


4 Expos'd by Sin to God's juſt Wrath, 
We look to CHRIST, and view 
Redemption in his Blood by Faith, 
And full Redemption too, 


— 


5 Some 


nd; 


Some 
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Some this, ſome that good Virtue teach, 
To rectify the Soul: 


But we firſt after Jesvs reach, 
And richly graſp the whole. 


6 To Jesvs join'd we all that's good 
From Him our Head derive; 
We eat his Fleſh, we drink his Blood ; 
And by and in him live. | 


' 299. W M. Flart, 
1 * MY I, my Saviovs, and my God, 


„On ſov'reign Grace rely; 
% And own 'tis free, becauſe beſtow'd 
On one fo vile as I. 


2 & Election! 'tis a Word divine: 
For, Loso, I plainly ſee, 
& Had not thy Choice prevented mine, 
] ne'er had choſen Thee. 


3 * For Perſeverance, Strength I've none: 


But wou'd on this depend; 
% That IE sus having lov'd his own, 
% He lov'd them to the End. 


« Empty and bare I come to Thee 
“For Righteouſneſs divine; 

* O may thy matchleſs Merits be, 
By Imputation, mine!“ 


N 6 300. 


—— — 
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300. P. M, Hart, 


1 PRISING from the darkſome Tomb, 
See the victorious JEsus come! 
Th' Almighty Pris'ner quits the Pris'n, 
And Angels tell, the Lob is ris'n. 
Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels tell 
The Loxd is ris'n. 


2 Xe guilty Souls that groan and grieve, 
Hear the glad Tidings, hear and live; 
Gop's righteous Law is ſatisfy'd, 
And Juſtice now is on our Side. 


Juſtice, Juſtice, &c. 


3 Your Surety, thus releas'd by Go, 
Pleads the rich Ranſom of his Blood, 
No new Demands, no Bar remains, 
But Mercy now triumphant reigns, 

Mercy, Mercy, '&c, * 


# | 

5 Believers, hail your riſing Head, 
The firſt begotten from the Dead ; 

- Your Reſurrection's ſure thro' His, 
To endleſs Life and boundleſs Bliſs, 

Endleſs, Endleſs, &c. 


301. P. M. Madan. 


1 \ N 7 HEN with my Mind devoutly preſt, 


Dear Saviour, my revolving Brealt 
| Wou'd paſt Offences trace; | 
Trembling I make the black Review, 
Yet pleas'd behold, admiring too, 


The Pow'r of changing Grace, 
2 This 


(277) 

» This Tongue which Blaſphemies defil'd, 

Theſe Feet to erring Paths beguil'd, 

Int heav*nly League agree; 

Who cou'd believe ſuch Lips cou'd praiſe, 

Or think my dark and winding Ways 
Shou'd ever lead to Thee. 


Theſe Eyes, that once abus'd their Sight, 
Now lift to Thee their watry Light, 

And weep a filent Flood ; | 
Theſe Hands aſcend in ceaſeleſs Pray'r, 
O waſh away the Stains they wear, 

In pure redeeming Blood, 


4 Theſe Ears, that pleas'd could entertain 
The Midnight Oath, the feſtal Strain, 
When round the luſtful Board ; 
Now deaf to all the enchanting Noiſe, 
Avoid the Throng, deteſt the Joys, 
And preſs to hear thy Word. 


5 Thus art thou ſerv'd in ev'ry Part, 
And now thou doſt transform my Heart, 
That drofly Thing refine ; | 
Now Grace doth Nature's Strength con- 
troul, 
And a new Creature Body —-Sdul 
Are, Loxv, for ever thine, 


Trelt, | 
reaſt 302. S. M. Winteftelcd. 
| þ WAKE, and ſing the Song 
| A Of Moſes and the Lamb, 
Take ev'ry Heart, and ev'ry Tongue, 
This To praiſe the Saviour's Name, 
1 | 


2 Sing 


PI 
—— ————— — eros _— 


(278) 


2 Sing of his dying Love, 
Sing of his riſing Pow'r, 
Sing how he intercedes above 
For thoſe whole Sins he bore. 


3 Sing 'till we feel our Hearts 
Aſcending with our Tongues, 
Sing 'till the Love of Sin departs, 
And Grace inſpires our Songs, 


4 Sing on your heav'nly Way, 
Ye ranſom'd Sinners ſing, 
Sing on, rejoicing every Day 
In Cux1srT th' eternal King. 


s Soon ſhall you hear Him ſay, 
& Ye bleſſed Children come: 
Soon will He call ye hence away, 
To take his Wand'rers home, 


g03. L. M. Whitcheld, 


1 H! lovely Appearance of Death, 
No Sight upon Earth is ſo fair, 
Not all the gay Pageants that breathe, 
Can with this dead Body compare. 
With ſolemn Delight I ſurvey 
The Corpſe when the Spirit is fled, 
In Love with the beautiful Clay, 
And longing to lie in its ſtead, 


2 How 
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; How bleſt is our Brother, bereft 

Of all that could burthen his Mind? 
How eaſy the Soul, that hath left 

This weariſome Body behind! 
Of evil incapable thou, 

Whoſe Relicks with Envy I ſee, 
No longer in Miſery now, 

No longer a Sinner like me. 


+ This Earth is affected no more 
With Sickneſs, or ſhaken with Pain; 
The War in the Members is o'er, 
And never ſhall vex him again. 
No Anger henceforward, or Shame 
Shall redden this innocent Clay; 
Extinct is the animal Flame, 
And Paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


This languiſhing Head is at Reſt, 

Its thinking and aching is o'er ;. 
This quiet immoveable Breaſt 

Is heav'd by Affliction no more: 
This Heart is no longer the Seat 
Of Trouble and torturing Pain; 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 

It never ſhall flutter again. 


: The Lids he ſo ſeldom cou'd cloſe, 
By Sorrow forbidden to Sleep, 
Seal'd up in eternal Repoſe, 
Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep. 
The Fountains can yield no Supplies, 
Theſe Hollows from Water are free ;: 
The Tears are all wip'd from their Eyes, 


And Evil they never ſhall ſee, 
6 T 
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6 To mourn and to ſuffer is mine, 
While bound in a Priſon I breathe, 
And ſtill for Deliverance pine, 
And preſs to the Iſſues of Death; 
What now with Tears I bedew, 
O might I this Moment become; 
My Spirit created anew, 


My Fleſh be conſign'd to the Tomb. 


304. C. M. Harriſon, 


1 ILL God be merciful to me, 
And hear my Soul complain ? 
Shall I indeed his Goodneſs ſee, 


Or muſt I pray in vain? 


2 No, let this Thought for ever fly, 
Gop will, in Mercy, hear; 
In Mercy anſwer when I cry, 
Nor diſregard my Pray'r, 


3 Lox, let thy Mercy now appear, 
And calm my troubled Mind, 
Proclaim thyſelf before me here, 
„ Gop, merciful and kind,” 


4 Forgive my Guilt, for I have ſinn'd, 
I'm vile in ev'ry Part; | 
Heal the Diſeaſes of my Mind, 
And renovate my Heart, 


30; 
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| 305. on M. Harriſon. 


; TESUS, my hiding Place thou art, 

My Rock, my Refuge, and my all; 

My Mis'ries ſwell, O take my Part, 
In Mercy ſave me, or I fall: 


wy 


nb, . My Soul is overwhelm'd with Grief, 


My Heart with Sorrows well nigh broke; 
Haſte and appoint ſome kind Relief, 
Or I muſt die beneath the Stroke. 


| Pity my Weakneſs, O my Gop, 
My Woes unable to ſuſtain ; 
Lighten the great, the heavy Load, 
And mix ſome Pleaſure with my Pain, 


Leave not my drooping Soul alone, 
Leſt I diſhonour thy great Name: 

Leſt Satan mock my doleful Moan, 
And laugh exulting o'er my Shame, 


Hide me—I tremble at thy Pow'r, 
I fear thy Rod, thou King of Kings, 
Hide me till thy Wrath is o'er, 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings. 


306. L. M. Wingrove, 


HUS ſaith the Lo xp that dwells on 
high 
The God of Truth filet ec lie; 
The great I AM, whoſe Name we praiſe, 


30; The Ancient of Eternal Days. 


2 Behold 


2 Behold! in Zion I ere& 


3 


The juſt for the unjuſt ſhou'd die? 


A Stone rejected and deny'd; 
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®, 


A precious Stone for mine Elect, 
Which Earth and Hell can ne'er remoy 
From the dear Objects of my Love, 


A Stone by Men and Devils try'd; 
A Corner Stone that ſtands ſecure, 
And will from Age to Age endure. { V 


Eternal Wiſdom thus decreed, 
That CnRISTH ſhou'd ſuffer in our ſtead, 
And thoſe for whom he bled and dy'd, Go 


E'er Time began were juſtify'd: My 
As juſt as thofe that never fell, N e 
And can their higheſt Notes excel; W! 
For none of all th' angelic Race, He 
Will ever ſing redeeming Grace, He 

307. L. M. Wingrove, — 


FRY you, ye bright angelic Band, He 
Array*din white, at Gop's right Hang Th 
Tell me the Cauſe or Reaſon why, | 


Can you, ye Pilgrims this explain, He 
Can you tell why the Lamb was lain; He 
That ſpotleſs Lamb, whoſe precious Blot fie 
Was ſhed for all th' Ele& of Gov? 

Tis not th* bright angelic Race, 5 He 
Nor yet the Miracles of Grace; H 
That can ſufficient Reaſon give, H 


Why he ſhou'd die, that we might live. H 
4 Amazin 


*, 


moy 


d, 
Han 


in; 


3lood 


ve. 


jazin 
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* Amazing work ! look down ye ſkies, 
© Wonder and gaze with all your Eyes; 
© Ye Saints below, and Saints above, 
All bow to this myſterious Love.“ 


go8. L. M. Wingrove. 


HAT fecret Joy this Sentence gives? 
% My Gop, my great Redeemer 
«6 Hives 
Go tell his Saints from Shore to Shore, 
My Jzsus lives for evermore, 


He lives, my everlaſting Head, 
Who roſe triumphant from the dead; 
He lives, the Lamb for Sinners ſlain, 
He lives, that I with him may reign. 


He lives, all hail my conqu'ring Gap! 
Who hath redeem'd me with his Blood ; 
He lives, that all his Saints may prove, 
The Length, and Breadth, and Depth of 

Love. ; 


He lives, in Spite of Death and Hell, 
He lives, my every Foe to quell ; 
He lives, to wipe away my Tears ; 
He lives, to baniſh all my Fears, 


5 He lives, to eaſe my Grief and Smart, 
He lives, to purify my Heart ; 
He lives, my precious Soul to bleſs, 
He lives, the Loxp my Righteouſneſs. 


6 He 
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6 He lives; my Prophet, Prieſt, and Kin 
He lives, that I his Praiſe may ſing; 
He lives, my Brother and my Friend, 

He lives, my Savior to the End. 


-— 


| gog. C. M. De Fleury. 
1 OME ye who bow to ſov'reign Grat 


Record Immanuel's Love ; 
Join in a Song of noble Praiſe, 
To him who reigns above. 


2 Once in the gloomy Grave he lay, 
But by his riſing Pow'r, | 
He bore the Gates of Death away : 
_ Hail! mighty Conqueror! 


3 Bury'd with him. beneath this Flood, 
We glory in his Death: 


41 We own our great incarnate God! Ly 
_ | And riſe with him by Faith! Liu 
4 As Saints of old confeſs'd his N ame, 7 


In Jordan's flowing Tide, 
So we adore the bleeding Lamb, 
Renouncing all beſide, 


5 No Truſt in Water do we place, 
Tis but an outward fign ; 
The great Reality is Grace, 

The Fountain, Blood divine; 


__ 6 To Thee! thou everlaſting King, 
We bow and bleſs thy Name : 
Our Hearts ſhall triumph while we ſing 
Salvation to the Lamb! 

« 31 
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| Kin $10. P. M. De Fleury. 


nd, O! Jxsus from the dead 
Victorioufly is riſen ; 
dee our triumphant Head, | 
Before he mounts to Heav'n, 
Amidſt his choſen Servants ſtand, 
And leaves them with his laſt Command. 


Grad 


Go preach my Word around, 
Let all the Nations hear, 
To Earth's remoteſt Bound, 
The joyful Tidings bear, 
Of free Salvation in my Blood, 1 
fpardon'd Sin, and Peace with Gop. 


Exalt my Banner high; 

My Grace ſhall crown my Word: 
and when Diſciples fly, 

Like Doves to me their LORD; 
zaptize them in the ſacred Name 


Of Father, Spirit, and the Lamb. 


his is the Saviour's Will, 

Then let his Saints obey, 

And preſs to Zion's Hill 

In each appointed Way. | | 
born from above, their Hearts ſhall riſe, 
nd dwell with CHRIST above the Skies, 


> ſing 
311. 
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311. C. M. De Fleury. 


1 3 Waters repreſent | \ 

The Suff'rings of my Goo, An 
Plung'd in a Sea of mighty Woe, 

Baptiz'd with precious Blood ! If, 


2 He bore the Curſe, the Wrath divine, TM 

L My Sins deſerv'd ſo well; 
He dy'd in Sorrow infinite, 
To reſcue me from Hell! 


3 Deep in my dear Redeemer's Heart, Thy 
Death ſheath'd his dreadful Sting; 


Then fell beneath the conqu'ring Arm W 
Of my almighty King. LY 
nd 
4 See from the Grave the Victor riſe 
| In Majeſty divine! + Co 
Hail ! mighty Lover of my Soul, Se, 
Be endleſs Glory thine, | You 
5 Come Saints, and in the wat'ry Grave 0 
Confeſs your riſen Lo RD; "op 
His great Example points the Way; dalv: 


Come and obey his word. 


6 Faith, like a ſteady Eye, looks through 
The Mirrors of his Grace, 
Till we behold his Glories nigh, Oe 
And ſee him Face to Face. 


| 17 
EF. ; 
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312. P. M. De Fleury. 


a Y Saviour and my Gop, 
Thy Love has ranſom'd me; 
And plunging in the chryſtal Floo 
i follow Thee. 6 i 
I ſee Thee in the Grave 
A breathleſs captive lay: | 
| ſee Thee burſt the Bars of Death, 
And ſoar away. | 
Hail! mighty Victor, hail! 
Thy rifing Fame I ſing ; 
Thy conq'ring Arm ſhall {till prevail, 
My God and King, 
With Thee to Sin I die: 
With Thee to Life I riſe; 
And ſoon with Thee ſhall mount on high, 
To endleſs Joys. 


+ Come, Saints, adore your Gov, 
See where on high he reigns : 
You are the Purchaſe of his Blood, 
In joyful Strains, 
O ſing his worthy Name : 
Let Heav'n and Earth reſound, 
dalvation to the bleeding Lamb, 
With Glory crown'd, 


313. T. M. De Fleury. 


5 happy Diſciples of CHRIS, 
ve ranſom'd from fin, death, and hell, 
for Jesus deſpiſe a vain World, 

Reſolv'd in his Temple to dwell, 


VC 
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Dear Brethren and Siſters with Joy, 
We welcome you all, and will bleſs 
Our Shepherd, who gathers his Flock, 


And ſmiles to behold our Increaſe. 


2 Our Souls ſhall exult and be glad ; 
The LORD owns his word in this Place 
O help us to praiſe and to pray 
For ſtill more abundant Succeſs; 
May Paſtor and People unite, 
To glorify God and the Lamb ; 
And each'to poor Sinners around, 
The Saviour of Sinners proclaim, 
4 
Thus marching in Order divine, T] 
With Love's bleeding Enſign in view; 
In Armour invincible clad, 
We wou'd Fleſh and Satan ſubdue, 
Lo! Jzsvs our Captain leads on; 
The Legions infernal mult fly; 
Our Warfare ſhall quickly be o'er, 
And Victory crown us on high, 


L 314. TL. AI. Bradberry, + 


1 Elcome, thou well belov'd of Go 
Thou Heir of Grace redeem'd b 
Blood ; 
| Welcome with us thine hand to join, 
As Partner of our Lot divine : 
Bleſſings abundant from above, 
Give him we pray thou Gop of Love. 
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» With us the Pilgrim's State embrace, 
We're trav'ling to a bliſsful Place; 
The new Jeruſalem above ! 
The radiant Throne, the Seat of Love! 
The holy Ghoſt, who knows the way, 
Conduct thee on from Day to Day. 


The Staff of Promiſe now receive, ' 
Thy weary Footſteps to relieve ; 

This the Support each Trav'ller knows, 
And leaning on it, forward goes; 

Thus if for Reſt thy Spirit call, 

Leaning on this, thou can'ſt not fall, . 


The Shoes of Peace receive of Gov, 
With Peace, with conſtant Peace be ſhod; 
Thoſe Shoes preſerve the Pilgrim's Feet, 
In rugged ways, ſuch ways as meet, 
To Z1on leads, and ſuch ſhall prove, 

The Paths of Joy, and Peace, and Love, 


Thus onward move thy heav'nly Race, 
Stedfaſt thy Purpoſe, quick thy Pace; 
Fill'd with the Pow'r of Truth divine, 
Prove all the Strength of Jesvus thine! 
Till the angelic Convoy come, 


And waft thee to thy wiſh'd for Home, 


315. P. M, en. 


{ 9 thou Almighty King, 
Help us thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to Praiſe; 
Father all glorious, 
O'er all victorious, | 
Come and reign over us, 
Antient of Days. 
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2 Jꝝs vs our Lo R; ariſe, 
Scatter our Enemies, 


And make them fall! 
Let thine almighty Aid, 
Our ſure Defence be made, 


Our Souls on Thee be ſtay d; 


Lord hear our Call, 


3 Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy ſacred witneſs bear 
In this glad Hour! 
Thou who almighty art, 
Now rule in every heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 
Spirit of Pow'r! 


4 To the great One in Three, 
Eternal Praiſes be, 
Hence —evermore! 
His ſov'reign Majeſty, 
May we in Glory ſce, 
And to Eternity 
Love and adore. 


316. C. M. Swain, 


2 THAT is it for a Saint to die, 
That we the thought ſhou'd fear ? 
*Tis but to paſs the heav'nly Sky, 


And leave Pollution here, 


2 True, Jordan's Stream is wond'rous deep, 
And Canaan's walls are high ; 

But he, that guards us while we ſleep, 

. Can guide us when we die, 


9 
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2 A parting World, a gaping Tomb, 


Corruption and Diſeaſe, 
Are thorny Paths to Heav'n our home, 
And Doors to endleſs Bliſs! 


Eternal Glory juſt before, 
And JEsus waiting there, 
A heav'nly Gate to waft us o'er, 
What have the Saints to fear ! 


z Why ſhou'd we ſink at Jordan's Flood, 
Or dread the unknown ways? 
See, yonder rolls a Stream of Blood 
That bears the Curſe away ! 


6 Death loſt his Sting when JEsus bled ; 
When JEsus left the Ground, 

Diſarm'd, the King of Terrors fled, 
And felt a mortal Wound! 


And now his Office is to wait 
Between the Saints and Sin, 
A Porter, near the heav'nly Gate, 
Jo let the Pilgrims in, 


And, tho' his pale and ghaſtly Face, 
May ſeem to frown the while, 
We ſoon ſhall fee the King of Grace, 
And he'll for ever {mile } 


ar? 


317. IL. M. Swain. 


a WE long for that fair morning's light, 
When we, in robes of ſpotleſs white, 
Shall join the bright redeemed throng, 


To ſing that new and endleſs Song— 
parte O 2 2 Ta- 
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2 To him that lov'd us when we lay 
Conceal'd-in uncreated Clay ; 
To him that lov'd us, tho' we fell, 
And ſav'd us from the Pains of Hell 


9 To him that found us dead in Sin, 
And planted holy Life within ; 
To him that taught our Feet the way 
From endleſs Night to endleſs Day— 


4 To him that wrought our Righteouſneſs, 
And ſanctify'd us by his Grace; 
To him that brought us back to Goo, 
Thro' the Red Sea of his own Blood— 


5 To him that fits upon the throne, 
The great, eternal Three in One 
To him let Saints and Angels raiſe 
An everlaiting Song of Praiſe! 


318. L. M. Swain, 


2 A NB am TI bleſt with JESsu's Love? 
| And ſhall I dwell wita him. above? 
Aud will the joyful Period come, 
When I ſhall call the Heav'ns my home? 


— 


2 Think, O my Soul, what muſt it be 
A World ef glorious Minds to ſee, 
Dink at the Fountain Head of Peace, 
And bathe in everlaſting Bliſs! 


3 To hea them Hat once proclaim 


Eternal Glorics to the Lamb; 

And join, with joytul heart and tongue, 

That new, that never-ending Song! 
PET ns 4 And 
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4 And does the happy hour draw near, 


When Cur1sT will in the Clouds e 
And I without a Vail ſhall ſee 
The Man, the Goo that bled for me! 


z If in my Soul ſuch Joy abounds, 
While weeping faith explores his wounds, 


How glorious will thoſe Scars appear, 
When perfect Bliſs forbids a tear! 


6 Think, O my Soul, if 'tis fo ſweet 
Qn Earth to lit at Jesv's Feet, 
What muſt it be to wear a Crown, 
And fit with J=sus on his throne ! 


319. T. M. Swain. 


1 HAT Joys will crown that happy 
hour, 
When in the Air the LoRD we meet, 
And triumph o'er infernal Pow'r, 
With Satan bruis'd beneath our Feet! 


2 When waking Millions burſt their Way, 
Inveſted with immortal white, 
And freed from chains of mould'ring clay, 


Thro' Death's Rrong Bars to op'ning 
Light! 


3 When happy Myriads with their LORD 
Deſcend betwixt th' op'ning Skies, 
And fly, at his almighty Word, 
To meet their Bodies as they riſe. 
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4 Then we who feels Guilt's barbed Sting, 
And Sin's pernicious Influence prove, v 


Shall with the riſing Armies, ſing 
The Wonders of redeeming Love! 


5 Then ſhall the broken Wheels of Time, 
To vaſt Eternity give way; 
While we afcend the heav'nly Clime, 
To ſpend an everlaſting Day, 


6 No Sin ſhall in our hearts abide, 
No pining With, no anxious Care; 
No ſecret Luſt, no ſwelling Pride, 
No thought but love ſhall harbour there, 


7 In that bright world no Clouds ſhall riſe, 
To wrap the heav'nly Scenes in Night; 
No darknets veil th' eternal Skies, 
Or ſhade their everlaſting light. 
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320. C. M. Swain. 


1 | OW ſweet, how heav'nly is the Sight, 
When thoſe that love the Lo Rp, 
In one another's Peace delight, 


And ſo fulfil his Word, 


2 When each can feel his Brother's Sigh, 
And with him bear a Part; 
When Sorrow flows from Eye to Eye, 
And Joy from heart to heart. 


z When, free from Envy, Scorn, and Pride, 
Our Wiſhes all above, 
Each can a Brother's failing, hide, 
And {hew a Brother's Love. 
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4 When Love in one delightful Stream, 
Thro' ev'ry* Boſom flows; 
When Union ſweet, and dear Eſteem, 
In ev'ry Action glows. 


s Love is the golden Chain that binds 
The happy Souls above; 
And he's an heir of heav'n that finds 
His Boſom glow with Love. 


921. L. M, Swain, 


: QAVIOUR of Sinners, from thy Deat!: 
Our ſpirits draw their heav'nly breath, 
Thy dying Groans with Lite abound, 
And healing flows from ev'ry Wound | 


2 Thy Sorrows are a fruitful Tree, 
Whereon rich Bleſſings grow for me: 
Thy ſpotleſs Life a golden Mine, 
Where all my brighteſt Treaſures ſhine, 


3 Out of thy Treaſures we receive 

The Grace and Faith by which we hive : 
Thy broken Body is our Food, 

The Wine we drink is thy rich Blood. 


4 Thy Righteouſneſs 1s all our Dreſs, 
In which, before thy Father's Face, 
Perfect in Beauty we appear, 
Without one Spot to raiſe a Fear. 


5 No holinefs of life or thought | 
We know, but what thy grace has wrought ; 
And thy good Spirit makes us do 
Our heav'nly Father's Will below. 


O 4 6 Not 
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6 Not unto us be Glory, Lok n, | 
But to thy Spirit and thy Word, 5 
Salvation is alone of Grace, 
And Grace alone ſhall kave the Praiſe! 


322. P. M. Toplady, N Tec + 


1 66 IS Finiſh'd,”” the Redeemer ſaid, 
And meckly bow'd his dying head, 
Whilſt we this Sentence ſcan, 
Come, Sinners, and obſerve the Word! 
Behold the Conqueſts of cur LORD 
Complete for helpleis Man, 


2 Finiſh'd the Righteouſneſs of Grace, 
Finiſh'd, for Sinners, pard'ning Peace; 
Their mighty Debt 1s paid : 2 
Accuſing Law cancell'd by Blood, 
And Wrath of an offended God, 


1— 


In ſweet Oblivion laid. Yo 
3 Who now ſhall urge a ſecond Claim? 
The Law no longer can condemn ; q 
Faith a Releaſe can ſhow : 
Juſtice itſelf a Friend appears ; 


The Priſon-houſe a Whiſper hears, 
« Looſe him and let him go.” 


4 O Unbehef, injurious Bar! 4 
Source of tormenting, laviſh Fear! 
Why do'ſt thou yet Reply? | 
Where'er thy loud Objections fall, 
& Tis Finiſh'd” {till ſhall anſwer all, 
And lilence ev'ry Cry. 


s His 
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5 His Work divinely Finiſh'd ſtands: 
And O! the Praiſe his Love demands, 
Careful may we attend! 
Concluſion to the whole be this; 
Becaule Salvation Finiſh'd is, 
Our Thanks ſhall never end. 


323. ia M. Toplady. 
EJOICE, ye Saints, in ev'ry State, 


Divine Decrees remain unmov'd: 
No Turns of Providence abate 


God's Care for thoſe he once hath lov'd, 


2 Firmer than Heav'n his cov'nant ſtands : 
Tho?” Earth ſhou'd ſhake, and Skies de- 
art, 
You're ſafe in vour Redeemer's hands, 
Who bears your Names upon his heart, 


3 Our Surety knows for whom he ſtood, 
And gave Himſelf a Sacrifice: 
Their Souls, once ſprinkled with his Blood, 
Polſeſs a Lite that never dies. 


4 Tho? Darkneſs ſpread around our tent, 
Tho? Fear prevail, and Joy decline; 
Gov will not of his Oath repeat : 
Dear Lob, thy People {ill are thine, 


O 5 
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| 324. C. M. Toplady. 
| 


1 O, you that reſt upon the Law. 
= And madly ſeck Salvation there: 
| Look to the Flames that Moſes ſaw! 
| And ſhrink, and tremble, and deſpair, 


2 But I'll retire beneath the Croſs ; 
Saviour, at thy dear Feet I lie: 
And the keen Sword that Fuſtice draws, 
Flaming and red, ſhall paſs me by. 


225. TZ. NM. Toplady. 


1 TIsS Finiſh'dI— The MESS IA dies, 
Cut off for Sin, but not his own! 
 Accompliſh'd is the Sacrifice, 4 
The great redeeming Work is done, 


2 Finiſh'd, the firſt tranſgreſſion 1s, 
And purg'd the Guilt of actual Sin; 
And everlaſting Righteouſneſs 
Is brought, for all his People in, 


3 Tis Figiſh'd, all my Guilt and Pain; ; 
I want no Sacrifice beſide: 
For me, for me, the Lamb is ſlain, 


And I'm for ever juſtify'd. 


4 Sin, Death, and Hell are now ſubdu'a, 
All Grace is now to Sinners giv'n, 
And lo, I plead th' atoning Blood, 
For Pardon, Holineſs, and Heav'n, 


is 
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326. £ NM. Toplady. 


1 1 Obedience were complete, 
_4 Cou'd we the Law fulfil; 
But no Man ever did fo yet, 
925 And no Man ever will. 
2 The Law was never meant to give 
New Strength to Adam's Race; 
We cannot work before we live; 


And Life proceeds from Grace. 


s, 


To him muſt Moſes bow : 


And Truth informs us how. 


4 By CHRIST we enter into Reſt, 
And triumph o'er the Fall : 
The Soul, that wou'd be truly bleſt, 
Mult truſt to CHRIS r for all, 


327. IL. M. Cowper. 


To ſatisfy the Law's Demand; 


Before the Father's Face I ſtand. 


2 To reconcile offending Man, 


Or who fulfill it but a Goo ? 
O © 


9 But Grace and Truth by CHRIST are giv's 


Grace fits the new-born Soul for heav'n, 


i: TESUS, whoſe Blood fo freely ſtream'd, 
By thee from Guilt, and Wrath redeem'd, 


Made Juſtice drop her angry Rod; 
What Creature cou'd have form'd the Plan, 


3 No 
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3 No Drop remains of all the Curſe, 
For Wretches who deſerv'd the whole; 
No Arrows dipt in Wrath, to pierce 
The guilty but returning Soul. 


4 Peace by ſuch Means ſo dearly bought, 
What Rebel cou'd have hop'd to ſee? 

Peace by his injur'd Sov'reign wrought, 
His Sov'reign faſten'd to the tree, 


5 Now, Loxp, thy feeble Worm prepare! 

For Strife with Earth and Hell begins; 
Confirm and gird me for the War, 

They hate the Soul that hates his Sins, 


6 Let them in horrid League agree! 
They may aſſault, they may diſtrefs; 
But cannot quench thy Love to me, 
Nor rob me of the LoRx DH my Peace, 


328. P. M. Cowper, 


1 3 Gop had built the Mountains, 
Or rais'd the fruitful hills; 
Before he fill'd the Fountains 
That feed the running Rills : 
In me from everlaſting, 
The wonderful I am, 
Found Pleaſures never wanting, 


And Wiſdom is my Name. 
2 When 


en 
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When like a tent to dwell in, 

He ſpread. the Skies abroad, 

And ſwath'd about the Swelling 
Of Ocean's mighty Flood ; 

He wrought by Weight and Meaſure, 
And I was with him then; 

Myſelf the Father's Pleaſure, 
And mine, the Sons of Men: 


» Thus Wiſdom's Words diſcover 
Thy Glory and thy Grace, 
Thou everlaſting Lover 

Of our unworthy Race ! 

Thy gracious Eye ſurvey'd us 
Ere Stars were ſeen above; 
In Wiſdom thou haſt made us, 

And dy'd for us in Love. 


And could'ſt thou be delighted 

With Creatures ſuch as we! 

Who when we ſaw thee lighted, 
And nail'd thee to a tree ? 

Unfathomable Wonder, 
And Myſtery divine ! | 

The Voice that ſpeaks in Thunder; 
Says © Sinner, I am thine !” 


329. p. M. Coꝛoßer. 
1 ] Will praiſe thee ev'ry Day, 


Now thine Anger's turn'd away! 
Comfortable thoughts ariſe 
From the bleeding Sacrifice, 


2 Here, 
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2 Here, is the fair Goſpel- field, 
Wells of free Salvation yield 
Streams of Life, a plenteous Store, 
And my Soul ſhall thirſt no more. 


3 Jesus is become at length 

My Salvation. and my Strength; 
And his Praiſes ſhall prolong, 
While I live, my pleaſant Song. 
4 Praiſe ye then his glorious Name, 
Publiſh his exalted Fame ! 

Still his Worth your Praiſe exceeds, 
Excellent are all his Deeds. 

5 Raiſe again the joyful Sound, 
Let the Nations roll it round ! 
Zion ſhout, for this is he, 

God the Saviour-dwells in thee, 


330. C. M. Cowper. 


1 IN AV Gov, till I receiv'd thy Stroke, 
How like a Beaſt was I! 
So unaccuſtom'd to the Yoke, 
So backward to comply. 


2 With Grief my juſt Reproach I bear, 
Shame fills me at the thought ; 

How frequent my Rebellions were! 
What Wickedneſs I wrought ! 


3 Thy merciful Reſtraint I ſcorn'd, 
And left the pleaſant Road ; 

Yet turn me, and I ſhall be turn'd, 

Thou art the Loxd my Goo, 


4 Is 
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4 Is Ephraim baniſh'd from my thoughts, 
Or vile in my Eſteem ? | 
No, ſaith the LoxD;, with all his Faules 
I {till remember him. 
5 Is he a dear and pleaſant Child, 
Yes, dear and pleaſant ftill ; 
Tho? Sin his fooliſh heart beguil'd, 
And he withſtood my Will. 
6 My ſharp Rebuke has laid him low, 
He ſeeks my Face again; 
My Pity kindles at his Woe, 
He ſhall not ſeek in vain. 


931. I. M. Cowper. 


1 1 Loxp proclaims his grace abroad! 
Behold I change your hearts of ſtone; 
Each ſhall renounce his Idol-god, 
And ſerve, henceforth, the Lo RD alone. 


2 My Grace, a flowing Stream proceeds 
To waſh your Filthineſs away; 
Ye ſhall abhor your former Deeds, 
And learn my Statutes to obey, 


ke, 


3 My truth the great Deſign inſures,. 
I give myſelf away to you ; 
You ſhall be mine, I will be yours, 
Your God unalterably true. 


4 Yet not unſought, or unimplor'd, 
The plenteous Grace ſhall I confer ; 


4 Is Ill put a praying Spirit there, 


No, your whole hearts ſhall ſeek the LoR D, | 


5 From 


£ (304) 
s From the firſt Breath of Life divine, 3 W. 


Down to the laſt expiring hour, | 


The gracious Work ſhall all be mine, Ar 
Begun and,. ended in my Pow'r, a 

| 332. P. M. Newton, 
1 CTRANGE and myſterious is my Life, N Tt 
What Oppoſites I feel within! | 
A ſtable Peace, a conſtant Strife; I x 


The Rule of Grace, the Pow'r of Sin: 
Too often I am captive led, 


Yet daily triumph in my head. 


a I prize the Privilege of Pray'r, | 
But oh! what Backwardneſs to pray? 
Tho” on the LoRD I caſt my Care, 
I feel its Burden ev'ry Day; 


I ſeek his Will in all I do, T} 

| Yet find my own in working too. | 

3 L call the Promiſes my own, V 
And prize them more than Mines of 
Gold 3 Es 

Yet tho? their Sweetneſs I have known, = 


They leave me unimpreſs'd and cold: 1 
One hour upon the truth J feed, * 
The next I know not what I read. FE 
4 I love the holy Day of Reſt, 
When JxEsus meets his gather'd Saints; 0 
Sweet Day, of all the' Week the beſt! ; 
For its return my Spirit pants : T 
Yet often thro' my Unbelief, 
It proves a Day of Guilt, and Grice. 


_ 5 While 
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While on my Saviour I rely, 
I know my Foes ſhall loſe their Aim; 
And therefore dare their Pow'r defy, 
Aſſur'd of Conqueſt thro' his Name: 
But ſoon my Confidence is ſlain, 
And all my Fears return again. 


6 Thus diffrent Pow'rs within me ſtrive, 
And Grace and Sin by turns prevail 
I grieve, rejoice, decline, revive, 
And Vict'ry hangs in doubtful Scale: 
Rut Jz=sus has his Promiſe paſt, 
That Grace ſhall overcome at laſt, 


in: 


„ L. M. Cowper. 


Y Song ſhall bleſs the Lok of all, 
My Praiſe ſhall climb to his Abode 
Thee, Saviour, by that Name I call, 
The great, ſupreme, the mighty Gop, 


2 Without Beginning or Decline, 
es of Object of Faith, and not of Senſe 
ernal Ages faw him ſhine, 


— e ſhines eternal Ages hence. 
| : ; As much, when in the Manger laid, 
e Almighty Ruler of the Sky, 
id, 

As when the ſix Days Work he made, 
Fill'd all the Morning Stars with Joy. 
Ints; 


Of all the Crowns [ehovah bears, 
A Salvation ts his deareſt Claim ; 

That gracious Sound well pleas'd he hears, 
of And-owns Emmanuel for his Name. 


/ bile 5 A 


„ A 


_ 
a hs 
-— CO CES 
— pw — 0: 
vo — 1 * 


. r 
28 8 


1 1 * * 
a "* Dan - 

PPP 

— LOS 14 8 K 


_—_— 4 


(306) 


5 A chearful Confidence I feel, 
My well-plac'd Hopes with Joy I ſee; 
My 3otom glows with heav'nly Zeal, 
To worſhip him who dy'd for me, 


6 As Man, he pities my Complaint, 
His Pow'r and Truth are all divine; 
He will not fail, he cannot faint, 
Salvation's ſure, and muſt be mine, 


334» #5 M. Cowper, 


1 ESUS, where'er thy People meet, 
| There they behold thy Mercy-ſeat ; 
here'cr they ſeck thee thou art found, 
And ev'ry Place is hallow'd Ground, 


2 For thou, within no Walls confin'd, 
Inhabiteſt the humble Mind; 
Such ever bring thee, where they come, 
And going, take thee to their home, 


3 Dear Shepherd of thy choſen few! 
Thy former Mercies here renew ; 
Here, to our waiting hearts proclaim, 


The Sweetneſs of thy ſaving Name, 


4 Here may we prove the Pow'r of Pray'r, 
To ſtrengthen Faith, and ſweeten Care; 

To teach our faint Deſires to rife, 
And bring all Heav'n before our Eyes. 


5 Behold, at thy commanding Word, 

We ſtretch the Curtain and the Cord; 
Come thou, and fill this wider Space, 
And bleſs us with a large Increaſe. 

6 LoRD) 
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6 LoxD, we are few, but thou art near; 
ee; Nor ſhort thine Arm, nor deaf thine Ear; 


And make a thouſand hearts thine own ! 


335. £, M. Cowper, 


% 
we 


HE. billows ſwell, the winds are high, 
Clouds overcaſt my wintry Sky; 
Out of the Depths to thee I call, 
My Fears are great, my Strength is ſmall, 


20 Loxp, the Pilot's part perform, 
And guide and guard me thro' the Storm; 
Defend me from each threat'ning Ill, 
Controul the waves, ſay Peace, be ſtill.“ 


5 Amidſt the roaring of the Sea, 
My Soul ſtill hangs her Hope on thee; 
Thy conſtant Love, thy faithful Care, 
Is all that ſaves me from Deſpair. 


4 Dangers of ev'ry Shape and Name, 
Attend the Followers of the Lamb, 
Who leave the World's deceitful Shore, 


And leave it to return no more, 


5 Tho' tempeſt-toſs'd and half a Wreck, 
My Saviour thro? the Floods I ſeek : 
Let neither Winds nor ſtormy Main, 
Force back my ſhatter'd Bark again. 


330» 


Oh rend the Heav'ns, come quickly down, 
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336. S. M. Cowper; 


1 keep the Lamp alive, 

With Oil we fill the Bowl; 

»Tis water makes the Willow thrive, | 
And Grace that feeds the Soul, 


2 The Loxv's unſparing Hand 
Supplies the living Stream; 
It is not at our own Cummand, 


But ſtill deriv'd from him, 


2 Beware of Peter's Word, 
Nor confidently ſay, 
„ never will deny thee, Lord,” 
But grant I never may, 


4 Man's Wiſdom is to ſeek 
| His Strength 1 in Gop alone; 
And ev'n an Angel wou'd be weak, 
Who truſted in his own, 


5 Retreat beneath his Wings, 
And in his Grace confide; 
This more exalts the King of Kings, 
Than all your Works beſide, 


6 In ]Jesvs is our Store, 
Grace iſſues from his Throne, 
Whoever ſays, © I want no more,” 
Confeſſes he has none, 


377 
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937. I. M. Cowper, 


1 A King! whoſe wond'rous 
Hand 

Supports the Weight of Sea and Landl; 
Whole Grace is fuch a boundleſs Store, 
No Heart ſhall break that fighs for more, 


2 Thy Providence ſupplies my Food, 
And 'tis thy Bleſſing makes it good : 
My Soul is nouriſh'd by thy Word, 
Let Soul and Body praiſe the Lox. 


My Streams of outward Comfort came 
From him who built this carthly Frame; 
Whate'er I want his Bounty gives, 

By whom my Soul for ever lives. 


4 Either his Hand preſerves from Pain, 
Or, if I feel it, heals again; 

From Satan's Malice ſhields my Breaſt, 
Or over-rules it for the beſt. 


5 Forgive the Song that falls ſo low, 
Beneath the Gratitude I owe ! 

It means thy Praiſe, however poor, 
An Angel's Song can do no more, 


338. P. M. Cowper. 


INTER has a [oy far me, 
While the Saviour's cherins I read, 
Lowiy, meek. from Blemiſh free, 


In the Snow-drop's penſive Head, 


54 2 Spring 
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2 Spring returns, and brings along, 
Life-invigorating Suns : 
Hark! the Turtle's Plaintive Song, 
Seems to ſpeak his dying Groans ! 


3 Summer has a thouſand Charms, 
All expreſhve of his Worth ; 
*T1s his Sun that lights and warms, 
His the Air that cools the Earth, 


4 What, has Autumn left to ſay 
Nothing of a Saviour's Grace ? 
Yes, the Beams of milder Day 
Tell me of his ſmiling Face: 


5 Light appears with early Dawn; 
While the Sun makes haſte to riſe, 
See his bleeding Beauties drawn 
On the Bluſhes of the Skies, 


6 Ev*ning, with a ſilent Pace, 
Slowly moving in the Weſt, 
Shews an Emblem of his Grace, 
Points to an eternal Reſt. 


339. C. M. Newton, 


1 HY promiſe, Lo xp, and thy command, 
Have brought us here to-day; 
And now, we humbly waiting ſtand, 
To hear what thou wilt ſay. 


2 Meet us, we pray, with Words of Peace, 
And fill our Hearts with Love; 
That from our Follies we may ceaſe, 
And henceforth faithful prove. 
340.4 


(giz } 


340. "Wo M. Newton, 


ITH Iſrael's Gord who can come 
; are ? 
Or who like Iſrael happy are? 
O People ſaved by the Loxp, 
He is thy Shield and great Reward. 


| Upheld by everlaſting Arms, 

Thou art ſecur'd from Foes and Harms; 
In vain their Plots, and falſe their Boaſts, 
Our Refuge is the LoRD of Hoſts, 


> 


341. L. M. Green, 


| THE dear Immanuel, when below, 
Took Children up, and bleſt them too $ 
Look down, dear IEsUs, from above, 


Make mine the Children of thy Love. 


If preſent Good with-holden be, 

And thou dry up the nether Springs; 
I'll be content, may I but fee 

Them Heirs to far ſublimer Things. 


If thou ſhalt lengthen out their Breath, 
I'll try to bring them up for Gop; 
Or if thou call them hence by Death, 
I'll bow ſubmiſſive to thy Rod, 


| If they thy ſaving Bleſſing have, 

*Fis all with Earneſtneſs I crave, 
Then their Removal I can bear, 

Or die and leave them to thy Care. 


5 Faith 


nd, 


ce, 


340. 


(6312) 
5 Faith triumphs o'er the parting Pain, 


When we have hope to meet again, 
In a far nobler State than this, 
To taſte conſummate, endleſs Bliſs, 


6 For this may I prepare while here, 


There meet thoſe Souls I hold ſo dear; 
They ſing redeeming Grace, and I 


Amen in Raptures ever cry. | 


342. L. M. Green, 
1 THEhuſbandman muſt plough and ſoy, 


E'er a rich harveſt he can ſhare; 
Nothing but Weeds ſpontaneous grow, 
Without our Labour or our Care, 


£ Like untill'd Acres overſpread, 
So does the Sinners heart appear; 
There the boar thiſtle tears his head, 
And noxious Vices flouriſh here: 


3 But when repentance ploughs the ground 
And the immortal Seed is ſown, 
Faith with its genuine Fruits are found, 


And ſoon the plealing change 1s known: 


4 Vet let not Chriſtians boaſt aloud, 
As if their Conqueſts all were paſt; 
Their Sun may ſet behind a Cloud: 
And long the darkſome Winter laſt. 


5 Like as the Corn beneath the Snow, 
Grace may beneath Corruptions lie; 
But to our Comfort, this we know, 
The little Spark ſhall never die. 
6 Jesrs 


188 


6 Jesus, with thee my all I truſt, 


»Till thou ſhalt bid my Soul ariſe ; 
And the poor Carcaſe, {own in Duſt, 
At thy Command ſhall climb the Skies, 


7 From all remaining Droſs refin'd, 


And not ſuch cumb'rous Clay as this : 


No more to clog th' immortal Mind, 
But aid her Songs, and ſhare her Blifs, 


$ Where Wheat and Weeds no more are 


mix'd, 
Nor Joys eclips'd by Guilt or Care ; 
Near JEsus be my Station fix'd, 
To reap eternal harveſt there. 


- 343: T. M. Green. 


1 RE Adam fell, or Adam liv'd, 

The Gop of Nature and of Grace 

A glorious Scheme of Love contriv'd, 
Jo reſcue our apoltate Race. 


2 We ſunk below a Mortal's Reach 

Ne ſent his own incarnate Son 
To ſtop the Vengeance, heal the. Breach, 
And pey for Crimes that we had done, 


3 He hiv'd an honour to the Law, 
And, dyirg, did our Foes ſubdue; . 
From theſe connected, Sinners draw 
Their Safety and their Com fort too. 


40 Love beyond Example great! 
Jesus with all his Bleſſings ſtands, 
For thoſe who feel their needy State, 
And humbly aſk them at his hands. 
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s Are we with guilty Fears oppreſt ? 
Here's Blood to pardon ev'ry Fault: 
And here polluted Souls are dreſs'd 


With the fair robe the Saviour wrought, 


6 He who the mighty Change begun, 
And brought the Sinner to his Feet, 
His new Creation carries on, 


Till death ſhall make the work complete, 


344. c. M. Green. 


14 EN grace de{cends with vital rays, 
Reſiſtlels are its Charms; 
Behold, the vile Blaſphemer prays, 

And drops his hoſtile Arms. 


2 His hopes are faint, his Fears are great, 
Yet his Cameron s true: 
© LORD, (ſays he) at thy Foot I wait, 
& What wilt thou have me do?“ 


»Twas Love, beyond my utmoſt Stretch, 
All my Ideas are faint : 

He fell a perſecuting Wretch, 
And he arole a Saint. 


4 Vaſt was the Pow'r that cou'd aſſuage, 
And his ſtrong Paſſions tame; 
But when Gov ſpeaks, the Lion's Rage 
Is gentle as a Lamb, 


5 On Earth there's none beyond thy Reach 
O thou victorious LORD! 
At thy Command a Saul ſhall preach 
The Name that he abhorr'd, 
6 O 
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60 may my Soul thy Goodneſs ſhare, 
And all her Foes outbrave; 
Nor ever more indulge Deſpair, 
While JEsus lives to ſave! 


315. -C. M. Cennick, 


1 Gop, whoſe Eves are Flames of Fire, 
Who all my Folly ſeeſt, 
Behold my Want. my juſt Deſire, 
My longing for thy Reſt, 


2 I aſk not Honour, Pomp, or Praiſe, 
by worldly Men eſteem'd ; 
I want from Sin's deceitful ways 
To feel my Soul redeem'd, 


g I want (as other Chriſtians do) 
To walk, and live to Thee ; 

And by my Converſation ſhew, 
That thou haſt dy'd for me. 


4 I want ſo circumſpect to live, 
So free from ev'ry Sin, 
That ev'n the worldly may perceive, 
That I with thee have been. 


5 Blameleſs in ev'ry Work and Word, 
I greatly want to be, 

While ſcoffers own, thou ſeek'ſt the Lokxy, 

Thy Speech betrayeth thee, 


6 O grant me with thy precious Blood, 
Thy Goſpel thus t' adorn ; 
_ I'll aſk no more, my Loxp my Gon, 
Till I to thee return. 
T2 346. 


(316) 
9346. C. M. Cennick. 
1 W HY, O my Soul, ſo cold, and dead, 
So backward to obey ? 


So ſlo to ee thy gracious Logo, 
And negligent to pray? 


2 Devotion row forſakes my Breaſt, 
Alas! i c,untiot love 5 
O for one Spark of bcav'nly Fire, 
i his Coldneſs to remove, 


g Juſt likea Lump of lifeleſs Clay, 
Before the LORD lie; 

My Glory fleeps, 1 cannot fing, 
Only look up, and ſigh. 


4 Late cou'd I uſe my tunefvl Tongue 
In Heav'n's exalted Choir; 

O that the ſame angelic Warinth, 7 

Wou'd now my Lips inſpire! 4 


5 Whither, O my diſtracted Soul, 
Still farther wilt thou ſtray ? 


How haſt thou wander'd from the Lok, 
And loſt the bliſsful Way ! 


6 Ah! look, dear Saviour of the World, | 


My ſtrange Indifference ſee - 
Breathe on me, and I'll pay thee back 
The Love thou bear'ſt to me, 4 ] 
7 Without Thee, lo! I change to Ice, 
But let thy Love return ; „ 5 
And then with Ardour and Delight, 
My thankful Soul ſhall burn. : 


8 Mine 
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8 Mine heart thine Altar ſhall become, 


1 


Preſerv'ſt me ſtill, O ſtill me keep 


Thy Praiſe the holy Fire; 
And in the Flames of Love and Joy, 
My Soul ſhall long t' expire, 


347. P. M. Cennich, 


HEN I'm in Bondage, then I ſee 
How rightly this 1s charg'd on me, 
Thou halt thyſelf deſtroy'd;“ 

So when my Saviour's Love I view, 

And Freedom have, I ſee 'tis true, 


«© Thy help is in thy God,” 


In ev'ry Change of Mind and Frame, 
I dare not Thee, my Maſter, blame, 
I know mylelf in Fault; 
Thou art the fame, tho' I decay, 
And change and turn ten times a Day; 
I know thou changeſt not. 


A Saviour thee I always prove, 


For ever full of Grace and Love, 
Whene'er my Sin I flee ; 

Tho” I myſelf in Darkneſs lead, 

And fill my Soul with Guilt and Dread, 


Thou always ſet'ſt me free. 


I find my help and ſtrength art Thou, 


I thou'd far from thee daily go, 
But thou in thy dear hand, 


Among thy chofen Fellow!aip, 
Till I'm in Canaan's Land. 
T0 | 
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348. C. M. Medley. 


ESUS, my hope while here below, 
My all in Life and Death; 
Thou only can'ſt on me beſtow 


Ihe Gift of precious Faith, 


| 2 All that I need thou haſt to give, 
For ſo thy Promile laith ; 
Then grant me, Loꝝp, on thee to live, 
A Life of precious Faith. 


3 Tho! Fears and Snares by Day and Night, 
Still wait around my Path; 
Lo Rp, give me Skill and 8 Strength to fight, 
The Fight of precious Faith. 


4 And all the Storms I meet with here, 
From Men and Devil's Wrath; 
Still help me; LoRd, to perievere, 

And walk by precious Faith, 


5 Help me to know and love thy Word, 
And live upon thy Truth : 
And let each precious Promiſe, ts, 
Be mine by precious Faith, 


6 Nor ſhall I be by Thee forgot, 
When I yield up my Breath; 
Then ſhall it be my happy Lot, 


To die in precious Faith. 
7 And 


1 
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And when in Glory I appear, 


Triumphant over Death; 
Then ſhall I, Loxo, for ever there, 
Bleſs thee for precious Faith, 


% 


349. C. M. Sanger, 


1 1 Croſs of JIrsus, Oh how dear! 
What matchleſs Wonders riſe, 
Behold the great Emmanuel here, 
He hangs, and bleeds, and dies! 


2 Angels by whom he is ador'd, 

5 HBseheld the awful Scene, 

And gaze to lee their glorious Lo RD, 
Expire for guilty Men. 


Here Juſtice with its flaming Sword, 
Inflicts the Wrath divine, 
On Jxsus is the Vengeance pour'd, 
To make the Mercy mine, 


4 Here on the Croſs he bows his head, 
In Anguiſh, Blood, and Groans; 
My Sins are on my Surety laid, 
And he for them atones, 


5 O! for this Love his Name Tl praiſe, 
My Praiſe for ever flow; 
1'!] ting thro? all my following Days, 
And ling in Glory too, 
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350. C. M. 7 Anſon. 


1 8 AVIOUR, look down with pitying 
Eyes, 
My feeble Soul ſuſtain, | 
That I may view the Sacrifice 

Which on the Croſs was ſlain. 

O bind me to that bleſſed Croſs, 
That I may ne'er remove, 

And count all things as Dung and Drofs, 
To thy redeeming Love. 


2 O may the World be crucify'd 

To me with all its Charms, 

And only live to him who dy'd 
To reſcue me from Harms. 

That when Death lays his chilling hat 
Upon my tott'ring Clay, 

I may with Joy hear the Command, 
My fair one come away, 


3 In thy all-cleanſing Blood made fair, 
From ev'ry Spot of Sin, 
Thy perfect Righteouſneſs to wear, 
And purify'd within ; A 
To ſpend a bleſs'd Eternity, 
In finging Hymns of Praiſe, 
To him who overcame for me, 


And ſav'd me by his Grace, 


251 
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351. 5. M. Lady H Col. 


l My Lonp, I've often muſed 
On thy wond'rous Love to me; 
Lowe have the lame abuſed, 
Slighted, dilregarded Thee: 
To thy Church and Thee a Stranger, 
Pleas'd with what diſpleaſed Thees 
Loſt, yet cdu'd perceive no Danger, 
Vouuded, yet no Wound cou'd lee, 


2 But unweary'd Thou purſu'dſt me, 

Still thy Calls repeated came; 

„Till on Calvary's Mount I view'd Thee, 
Bearing my Reproach and Blame: 

Then o'erwhelm'd with ſhame and ſorrow, 
Whilit I view each pierced Limb, 

Tears bedew the Scourge's Furrow, 
Mingling with the Purple Stream, 


q I no more at Mary wonder, 
Dropping Tears upon the Grave; 
Erneit aſking all around her, 
Where is he who dy'd to ſave? 
Dying Love her heart attratted ; 
Soon ſhe felt his riſing Pow'r : 
He who Mary thus affected, 
Bids his Mourners weep no more. 
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352. Go M, Lagy N, Col. e 3 

7 Sw 

1 NA Languor and Diſeaſe invade, f 
Thais trembling Houſe of Clay, | 


'Tis ſweet to look beyond our Cage, 
And long to fly away, 


2 Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The Whiſpers of his Love; 

Sweet to look upward to the Place 
Where JEsus pleads above, 


g Sweet to look back and ſee my Name 
In Life's fair Book ſet down ; 
Sweet to look forward and behold 

Eternal Joys my own. 


4 Sweet to reflect, how Grace divine 
My Sins on JxEsus laid; | 
| Sweet to remember that his Blood 
My Debt of Suff'ring paid. 


3 Sweet in his Righteouſneſs to ſtand 

Which ſaves from ſecond Death; 
Sweet to Experience Day by Day, 
His Spirit's quick'ning Breath, 


6 Sweet on his Faithfulneſs to reſt, 
Whoſe Love can never end; 
Sweet on his Covenant of Grace, 


For all things to depend, 


7 Sweet 


ade, 


ef 


7 Sweet in the Confidence of Faith, 
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To truſt his firm Decrees; 
Sweet to he paſſive in his hands, 


And know no Will but His, 


$ If ſuch the Sweetneſs of the Streams, 
What muſt the Fountain be, 
Where Saints and Angels draw their Bliſs, 
Immediately from Ihee! 


353. IT. M. Lady H's Col. 


1 | and Repentance may be taught 
And yet no Goſpel- Tidings brought, 
If as mere Duties them we prels, 
And not as Parts of promis'd Bliſs, 


2 If only Precepts we preſent, 
Tho' urg'd with ſtrongeſt Argument, 
We leave th' awaken'd Sinner's Hope, 
In Blackneſs of Deſpair to grope. 


3 The Man whom legal Precepts chaſe, 
As yet eſtrang'd to ſov'reign Grace, 
Miſtaking evangelic Charms, 

As if they ſtood on legal terms; 


4 Looks to himſelf, tho? dead in Sin, 
For Grounds of Faith and Hope within: 
Hence Fears and Fetters grow and ſwell, 
Since nought's within but Sin and Hell. 


5 But 
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5 But Faith that looks to promis'd Grace, 3 E 
Clean out of Self the Soul will chaſe 


To CurisrT for righteouſneſs and ſtrength, C 
And finds the joyful Reſt at length, 

6 No Precept clogs the Goſpel-Call, +4 
But wherein Grace 1s all in all ; 
No Law 1s here, but that of Grace, ( 


Which brings Relief in ev'ry Cale. 
7 The Goſpel 1s the Promile fair, 


Of Grace all Ruins to repair; 51 
And leaves no Sinner Room to ſay, 
& Alas, this Debt I cannot pay! 


8 © This grievous Yoke I cannot bear! 
„This high Demand I cannot clear!“ FEY 
Grace ſtops the mouth of ſuch complaints, 


And Store of full Supply preſents. 


9 Tis here the Spirit pow'rful rides, 
The Fountains of the Deep divides ; 7 
The King of Glory's Splendor ſhews, 
And wins the Heart with welcome News. 


C. M F. 4 Kuang 
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1 ORD, for the Mercies of this Night, 
My humble Thanks I pay, 
And unto Thee I dedicate 
The firſt Fruits of this Day. 


2 My Gop was with me all the Night, 
And gave me ſweet Repoſe: 
My Gop did watch me while I ſlept, 
Orl had never role. 


- | 3 How 
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ce, 3 How many groan'd and wiſh'd for sleep, 
a Until th' Approach of Day, 

ngth, Quite weary both of Bed and Life, 
While I ſecurely lay. 


4 While I did ſleep all Dangers ſlept, 
No Thieves did me ailrignht, 
(Thoſe Ev'ning es, thoſe Birds of 
Prey, | | 
Diſturbers of the Night.) 


's No raging Flames nor Storms did rend 
The Houſe that I was in : 
I heard no dreadful Cries without, 
Nor doleful Groans within, 


6 What Terrors have I *ſcap'd this Night, 
Which have on others fell ; 

My Body might have ſlept its laſt, 
My Soul have wak'd in Hell ! 


Loet this Day praiſe thee, O my omg: | 

And all my. future Days, li] 
And may my whole Eternity of 
Be ſpent in endleſs Praiſe, 


3590 P. M. 2 e 22 


1 ARK ! tis the Trump of Goo! 
Sounds thro? the Realms abroad! 
Time is no more! 
Horrors inveſt the Skies! Graves burſt ! and 
Myriads rife ! 
Nature in * ! yields up her Store! 


Q 2 Chang'd 
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2 Chang'd in a Moment's Space! 
Lo! the afirighted Race! ſhrink and de. 
{pair ! 
Now they attempt to flee! curſe Immortality! 
And view their Milery ! dreadfully near! 


3 Quick reels the burſting Earth! 


Rock'd by a Storm of Wrath! hurl'd from: 


the Sphere ! 
Heart rending Thunders roll! 5 tor- 
mented howl! 
1 ! lupport my Soul, yielding to 
car! 


4 O! my Redeemer come! 


And thro' the feartul Gloom! brighten 


the Way! 
How wou'd my Soul ariſe! ſoar thro' the 
flaming Skies! | 
Join the Solemnities of the great Day! 


5 See! ſec! th' Incarnate God! 
Swittly emits abroad, Glories divine! 
Lo! lo! he comes! he's here! Angels and 
Saints appear! 
Fled is my ev'ry Fear, Jxsus is mine! 


6 High on a flaming Throne! 


Rides the Eternal Son, Sen auguſt! 


Worlas from his Preſence fly! ſhrink at his 
; Majeſty 71 
Stars daſh” d Mong the Sky, awfully burlt! 


7 Thouſauds 


Fea 
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Thouſands of Thouſands wait 
Round thy Judicial Seat! glorify'd there! 
Proſtrate the Elders fall, wing'd 1s my rap- 
tur'd Soul! | 
High to the Judge of all! Lo! I draw 


near! 


8 O my redeeming Gov! 
Waſh'd in thy precious Blood, bold I 
advance! | 
Fearleſs I range alone, join the triumphant 
Throng ! 
Shout an ecſtatic Song thro' the Expanſe ! 
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Believers own they are but blind — 298 
Bleit is the Man for ever bleſt — 6 
Ble{t are the Souls that hear and know — 12 
Bleis'd be the everlaſting God — 38 
Eleſs'd are the humble Souls that ſee — 53 
Bleis*d be the Father and his Love — 102 
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow — — 119 
Bi oad is the Road that leads to Death — 94 
But few among the carnal wiſe — 51 
By Nature we are funk in Sin — 262 
| . 
Can you ye bright angelic Band — 307 
Chriſt the Lord is riten to- day _ 139 
Come all ye choſen Saints of God — 296 
Come gracious Spirit, heav'nly Dove — 155 
Come holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove — 71 
Come holy Ghoſt our Souls inſpire _ 270 
Come let us join our chearful Songs — 45 
Come happy Diſciples of Chriſt —— 313 
Come thou Soul-transforming Spirit — 197 
Come thou Almighty King — 315 
Come thou Fount of every Bleſſing _ 236 
Come we that love the Lord — 70 
Come ye Sinners poor and wretched — 134 
Come ye who bow to ſov'reign Grace + — 309 


Compar'd with Chriſt in all beſide — 154 


D. 


Day of Judgment Day of Wonders — 253 


Dead be my Heart to all below — — 209 
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Dear Lord and will thy pard*ning Love 
Dear Lord how bitter is the Cup 


Dear Shepherd of thy People hear _ Fre 
Ditmils us with thy Bleſſing Lord — 

Do'it thou my Profit ſeek — — 

Do we not know that ſolemn Word — 


Dread Soy'reign, let my Ev'ning Song — 


. 


* 


1 
Earth has engroſs'd my Love too long — 8 
Encompaſs'd with Clouds of Dittreſs — 160 G 
Ere Adam fell or Adam liv'd — 343 G 
Ete God had built the Mountains — 328 G 
Eternal Spirit we confeſs — — 89 G 
Eternal Wiſdom thee we praiſe — 109 8 
Eternal Hallelujahs — — 273 G 
Eternal Source of ev'ry Joy — 235 C 
Eternity is juſt at Hand — — 247 ; 
( 
F. 0 
Fair Zion's King, we ſuppliant bow — 2277 
Fe'th adds new Charms to earthiy Bliſs 159 
Faith *tis a precious Grace — — 158 | 
Faith and Repentance may be taught — 353 | 
Far as thy Name 1s known — — 10 1 
Father how wide thy Glory ſhines — 133 ] 
Father at thy Call I come _ — 163 
Father whate'*cr of carthly Bliſs — 182 s 
Father of Mercies in thy Houſe — 211 | 
_ Father is not thy Promiſe pledg'd — 218 
Father of faithful Abra'm hear — 219 
Father of Mercies bow thine Ear — 221 


Firm as the Earth thy Goſpel ſtands — 63 
For a Seaſon call'd to part — 240 
Form'd 
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Hymn. 

Form'd for thyſelf and turn'd to thee — 263 
From all that dwelt b low the Skies — 16 
From whence this Fear and Unbelief — 161 

G. 
Give to our God —_— Praiſe — 23 
Glory to God on hig. — — 204 
G.d is the Refuge Fi his Saints — 8 
God is a Name my Soul alores — 108 
God moves im a mytterious Way — 113 
Go you that reſt upon the Law — 324 
Grace 'tis a charm: ng Sond — 132 
Great was the Dav, the J y was great | 92 
Great God of Providence tay Ways — 114 
Great God of Wonders all thy Ways 127 
Great God wherc'er we pitch our Te ent 186 
Great God now condeſcend — 137 
Great Gol thy watcatul Care we bleſs 188 
Great Father of Mankind — 210 
Great Gd we ftug that mighty Hand | 27 
Gre:t Ruler of the Earth and Skies — 242 
Guide me, O thou great Jenovah — 250 
H. 

Hail mighty Jeſus, how divine — 125 
Hail fy reign Love that firit began — 279 
Happy the Heart where Graces reign — 72 
Happineſs thou lovely Name _ 271 
Hark I hear the T rumpet {ound — 269 
Hark my Soul it is the Lord — 266 
Hark the glad Sound, che Saviour comes 138 
Hark *tis the Trump of God — 355 
He comes, he c. mes, Meiſiah comes 261 
He Ges, the Friend of Sinners dics — 40 
He lives, the great Redeemer lives — 144 
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Here Saints by Faith as thro' a Glaſs 


High in the Heav'ns, eternal God — 
How beauteous are their Feet 3 
How happy are we — — 
How honourable is the Place — 


How great, how ſolemn is the Work 
How long ſhall Death the Tyrant reign 


How pleas'd and bleſt was I — 
How ſweet and awful is the Place — 
How ſweet, how heav'nly is the Sight 
How vain are all Things here below — 
How precious is the Book divine — 
How vaſt the Benefits divine — 
Hoſannah with a chearful Sound — 
Hoſanna to the Prince of Light — 
Hoſannah to the Prince ct Grace —— 
J. 
T aſk'd the Lord that I might grow — 
I give immortal Praiſe — — 
If ſecret Fraud ſhou'd dwell — 
I know that my Redecmer lives — 
I'll praiſe my Maker with my Breath 
I'm not aſham'd to own my Lord — 54 
In God's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe 28 
In thee thou all- ſuflicient God — 226 
In vain Apollo's Silver Tongue — 195 
Is Jeſus mine 'm now R's. — 200 
Iſraei in ancient Days — 118 
It is the Lord enthron'd in 1. — 173 
I will praiſe thee every Day — 329 
* 
enn reigns, his Throne is high 96 
Jelus and | hall it ever be — — 228 
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| Hymn, 

Jeſus immutably the ſame — 152 
Jeſus invites his Saints — — 97 
eſus is gone above the Skies — 98 
Jeſus let thy pitying Eye — 181 
Jeſus Lover of my Soul — 179 
Jeſus mighty King in Zion | 227 


Jeſus my hiding Piace thou art — 

Jeſus my Hope while heie below — 

Jeſus my all to Heav'n is gone _ 

Jeſus ſince thou art (till ty-day — 150 
Jeſus the Man ot conſtant Grief _ 

Jeſus thy Blood and Righteouſneſs — 

Jeſus we bleſs thy Father's Name — 

Jeſus where'er thy People meet — 

Jeſus with all thy Saints above — 


Jeſus while he dwelt below — 297 
Jeſus whoſe Blood to freely ſtream'd 327 
Joy to the World the Lord 1s come — 14 
K. 
Keep Silence all created Things — 10 5 
Kindred in Chriſt for his dear Sake — 239 
L. 
Laden with Guilt and full of Fears — 87 
Legal Obedience were compleat _ 326 
Let ev'ry Creature join — 27 


Let the ſeventh Angel ſound on high 
Let the whole Race of Cre tures he 
Let Zion and her Sors rejoice 

Let Zion's Watchwen ail awake 

Lo Jeſus from the Dea — 
Lo he cometh, countleſs Trumpets 
Long have 1 ſat beneath the Sound 
Tord at thy Table I beiold — 
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Lord I am thine but thou wilt prove 


Lord and am I yet alive 
Lord I cannot let thee go — 
Lord diſmiſs us with thy Bleſſing — 
Lord I have made thy Word my Choice 
Lord for the Mercics of this Night — 
Lord thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me through 
Lord thou haſt bid thy People pray 
Lord *tis an infinite Delight 
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Lord we adore thy vaſt Deſigns — 
Lord when our raptur'd Thought ſurveys 
Lord we come before thee now — 


Loud Hallelujahs fing my Sul — 


M. 


May I ſing my Saviour and my Gd — 
Mighty God while Angels bleſs thee 
Mortals awake, with Angels join 

My God, how endleſs is thy Love — 


My Gcd, my Portion, and my Love — 


My Ged *till I receiv'd thy Stroke — 


My Saviour and my God — 
My Song ſhall bleſs the Lord of all — 
My Times of Sorrow and of Joy — 
N. 
Naked as from the Earth we came — 
No more my God, I boaſt no more — 
No Strength of Nature can ſuffice — 
Not all the Blood of Beaſts — 
Not from the Duſt Affliction grows — 
Now let our Pains be all forgot _ 
Now let our drooping Hearts revive — 


Now let our Faith grow ſtrong and riſe 
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234 
107 
192 
206 
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Hymn, 
Now may the Spirit's holy Fire — 293 
Now to the Pow'r of God ſupreme — 62 
Now Lord the heav'nly Seed is {own — 199 
O. | 
O'er the gloomy Hills of Darkneſs — 223 
O for a cloſer Walk with God — 129 
O for an overcoming Faith 35 
O for a Shout of ſacred Joy — 9 
O God whole Eyes are Flames of Fire 345 
O it is a ſweet Employ 265 
O Lerd Iwou'd delight in thee — 16 5 
O Lord my beſt Defires fulfil — 172 
O my Lord I've often muſed — 351 
Once did the Glories of the Son — 
Once more my Soul the riſing Day — 63 
On Wings of Faith mount up my Soul and riſe 254 
O thou who didſt thy Glory leave — 124 
O thou before whoſe gracious Throne 215 
O thou whoſe Providence divine — 278 
Our God how firm his Promiſe ſtands 73 
Our Lord is riſen from the Dead — 141 
Our Sins, alas! how ſtrong they be — $1 
O ye immortal Throng | 142 
P. 
Pity, Lord, x ſtraying Sheep 267 
Praiſe Goc from whom-all Bleſſings flow 208 
Praite, everlaſting Praiſe be paid — 75 
R. 
Rejoice, the Lord is King 143 
Rejoice ye Saints, and ſhout aloud — 289 
1 Rejoice- 
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Hymas, 

Rejoice ye Saints in ev'ry State — 323 

Rock of Ages ſhelter me — — 151 
S. 

Saints at your heav'nly Father's Word 61 
Salvation O the joyful Sound — 82 
Salvation thro' our dying God — 131, 281 
Saviour of Sinners from thy Death — 321 
Saviour look down with pitying Eyes — 350 
Saviour viſit thy Plantation | — 222 
See all Things by the Pow'r and Love 276 
See my Soul with Wonder ſee — 295 
Self deſtroy'd for Help I pray — 201 
Shall we go on to Sin | 55 
Shepherd of Iſrael bend thine Ear — 212 
Since Jeſus freely did appear — 238 

' Sng Jehovah Man become — 260 
So did the Hebrew Prophet raiſe — 57 
Sov'reign Ruler of the Skies — 247 
Stand up my Seul, ſhake off thy Fears 79 
Stay thou intulted Spirit, ſtay — 157 
Strange and myſterious is my Life — 332 
Surely Chriſt thy Griefs hath borne — 274 
Sweet is the Love that mutual glows — 282 
Sweet is the Work, my God, my King 13 
Swift Time the * had run — 290 

. 

The Father we bleſs — — 130 
The God of Abra'm praiſe 122 
The God of Glory ſends his ſummons f Forth 11 
The God that made the Skies — 288 
The Heav'ns declare thy Glory, Lord 4 
The Billows {- ell, the W'ir ds are high 335 
The Croſs of Jeſus, O how dear — 
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| | Hymn. 
The Fountain of Chriſt — — 146 
The dear Immanuel when below — 341 
The Huſbaudman muſt plow and ſowy 342 
The Lord my Shepherd 1s 5 
The Lord will Happineſs divine — 170 
The Lord proclaims his Grace abroad = 

The Lord of Earth aud Sky — 294 
The Law commands and makes us know 88 
The wand'ring Star and flecting Wind 180 | 
The Peace which God alone reveals — 207 14 
The God of Grace muſt be ador'd — 287 | | 
There is a Fountain fill'd with Blood — 147 I 
There's Joy in Heav'n and Joy on Earth 224 1 
This is the Day the Lord hath made 17 \ 
This 1s the Word of Truth and Love 90 | 
Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love 191 
Thro' all the various ſhifting Scenes 112 
Thus ſaith the Ruler of the Skies — 830 
Thus far my God hath led me on — 184 

Thus faith the Lord that dwells on high 306 
Tho' Troubles aſſail —— 280 


Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb — 203 
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Thy Ways, O Lord, with Deſign — 110 


Thy Way, O God, is in the Sca — 164. 
Thy Promiſe, Lord, and thy Command 339 
This God is the God we adore — 202 
*Tis finiſh'd, ſo the Saviour cry'd — 

"Tis a Point I long to know — 

Tis Love that plumes the Wings of Hope 

"Tis finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid — 

"I's finith'd, the Meſſiah dies — 

To God the only wiſe — — 

To keep the Lamp alive — 


To thy great Name, O Pi ince of Peace 
To thee Almighty God we bring 
"F'was from thy Hand my God I came 


' Upriſing from the dark ſome Tomb — 


We bleſs th' eternal! Source of Light 
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"Twas by an Order from the Lord — 93 
"Twas not by our Sword 272 


U. 
Unto thine Altar, Lord — 


Up to the Hills I lift mine Eyes 


V. 
Vain are the Hopes the Sons of Men = 


W. 
Wait, O my Soul, thy Maker's Will 


We long for that fair Morning's Light 
We ſing the Glories of thy Love — 
Welcome ſweet Day of Reſt — 
Welcome thou well belov'd of God — 
What jarring Natures dwell within — 
What mean theſe Jealouſies and Fears 
W hat ſtrange Per plexities ariſe ia 
What hath God wrought, might Iſrael ſay 
What is it for a Saint to die — 
What Joys will crown that happy Hour 
What ſecret Joy this Sentence gives — 
Whate'er to thee our Lord belongs — 
When God reveal'd his gracious Name 
When I can read my T itle clear — 
When I the holy Grave ſurvey 
When Darkneſs long has veil'd my Mind 
When Man by Diſobedience fell — 
When God the Spirit firſt has made 
When any turn from Zion's Way — 
When Abra'm full of ſacred Awe — 
When with my Mind devoutly preſt 

1 


Sad add /d 
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Hymn. 
When Grace deſcends with vital Rays 344 
When I'm in Bondage then I ſce _ 347 
When Languor and Diſeaſe invade — 352 
When I ſurvey the wondrous Croſs — 99 
When Sins and Fears prevailing riſe — 149 
Where two or three with ſweet Accord 194 
Who ſhall the Lord's Elect condemn 34 
| Who can deſcribe the Joys that riſe — 52 
Who ſhall condemn to endleſs Flames 121 
Why ſhou'd the Children of a King — 64. 
ö Why, O my Soul, why weepeſt thou 169 
Why ſhou'd I fear the darkeſt Hour 264. 
Why, O my Soul, fo cold and dead 346 
Will God be merciful to me — 304. 
5 Winter has a Joy for me — 338 
+ With Joy we meditate the Grace — 60 
7 With heav'nly Pow'r, O Lord, defend 216 
With Iſrael's God who can compare — 340 
4 
5 V. 
5 Ye trembling Souls diſiniſs your Fears — 177 
4 
6 
9 
8 
30 
21 
76 
40 
63 
59 
68 
25 
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As 
A Hymn. 
DOPTION 46 
Affiction — — 
Apoltacy - 225 
Atonement — 124 
B. 
Babylon's Deſtruction 44 
Backſliders prayed for 
267 


Backſliding = 181 
Baptiſm 59, 227, 228, 

229, 230, 290, 291, 

309, 310, 311, 312 
Bleſſed Goſpel 12 
Bleſſed Men, who 53 
Brazen Serpent 57 
Brother ly Love 320 


Ko 


Change by Grace 
Children prayed for 
; : 187, 341 
Chriſt, All in All 
154, 264 
Aſcenſion 78, 141 
Atonement of 
91, 124 


301 


Coming 


34, 252, 261 | 


| 


Hymn, 
Chriſt, Corner Stone 306 
Croſs of $4.3 
Crowned 148 
Divinity of 2, 333 
Dominion of 9, 47 
Dying — 40 
Fountain 146, 147 
Glory of - 137 
Head - 289 
Hiding Place 279 
Honeur of 63 
Incarnation of 


| 136, 260 
Interceſſion of 
: 144, 145 
Kingdom of | 
1 14, 143 
Lamb 29,91 
Life of 149, 308 


Meſſage of 138 
Miracles of 150 
Object ot Faith 193 
Refuge 179 
Reſuw rection of 139 
Righteouſneſs of 
56, 295 
Rock -- - £82 
S.cond Adam .39 
Seen of Angels 
142, 277 
Chriſt 


Cor 


Cor 


Cor 
Con 
Cor 
Cox 


Dea 
Dea 
Dea 


Dec 
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Hymn. 
Chriſt ſet up 328 


Sufferings of 


80, 101 
Surety 259, 295 
Vine - I52 


Way - 182 


Wiſdom, &c. 298 
Work of 343 
Worſhipped 45 
Chriſtians parting 240 
Chriitian Race +» 4 
Chriſtian Warfare 
97, 115 


22, 210, 234 

Increaſe of 218 

joining one 224, 
284, 313, 314 

Order of 10, 31 

prayed for 

214, 226, 286 

Safety of = 31 

Come and Welcome 1 34 


Complete in Chriſt 321 


Conference — 2 29 
Condemnation none 121 
Conviction ” 268 


Cuvenant God 122 
D. is 3 
Deacons choſen 217 


Death to Siu 
Death of Moſes 248 

pleaſant 303, 316 
Decrees of God 84, 323 


Hymn. 
Delight in God 165 
Deliverances 21, 244 
E. 
Election 43, 51, 58, 
120, 121 
Eternity - 247 


Evening Song — 66 
Everlaſting Song 256 


F. 


Faith and Sight 2 57 
fainting - 160 
Object of 193 
Operation of 158 


pleading 168, 192 


Power of - 159 
precious = 348 
reviving - 161 
tried - 163 
Triumph of 34, 35, 
162, 176, 200 
Walk of <- 83 


Farewell to Earth 209 
Faſt, public 241 


Fear not - 177 


Finiſhed Salvation, 123, 


131, 231, 257, 32, 
325 | 
Forgiveneſs with God 
128 
Fountain opened 


146, 147 
G, 
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G. 


Gethſewane 296, 297 

Glory of the latter Dav 223 

God, the Creator 109,111 
A Deliverer 15, 21 
Faithfulneſs ot 


„ 
A Guide 250 
Incomprehenſible 

108 
Merciful - 304 
Omniicient 24 
Pat'ence of 107 


Pertections of 7, 96 
A Portion 3, 26, 83 
A Protector 19 
A Retuve 24 


A Shepherd - 5 


A Sovereign 
58, B4, 105 
Wiidom of - 106 
Word.of © --: 38 

Goſpel a joyful Sound 

12, 432 

not aſhamed oft it 
54 
Power of it 90 
Spread of the 4. 
Times — 32 
Grace and Mercy 23 
efficacious— 125 
free — 33 
irreſiſtable 344 
ſovereign - 


Hymn. | 


299 | 


K. 

Hymn. 

Habitation, new one 186 
| Happineſs in Chriſt 271 
Heart, the contr.te 170 
Heaven $1, 2Is, 3x9 
Heavenly Joy 70 
Help in Chriſit — 201 
Hope, lively - -. os 
Hofavrnah — 104 
Hy poci iſy w 94 


| 


Immanuel «= — 
I.nputed Righteouſneſs 
126 
Incarnation of Chriſt 
| | 136 
Inconſtan ey 180 
Increaſe of God = 195 
Inſpiration of the ack 
tures = - 93 
Interceilion of Chriſt 144 


J. 


Jeſus ſeen of Angels 142 
Jews prayed for — 219 
Joy in Heaven <- 52 
Jubilee - = 119 
Judgment Day of 

11, 253, 269 
Juitification by Faith 50 


K. 
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Hymn. 

Kingdom of Chriſt 143 
King Gcorge III. prayed 
for = - 245 
Knowledge imperfect 164 


| 


Lamb ſlain - 29 
A Viſion of the 37 
Law, ceremonial 118 
condemns = 50 

and Goipel 88 
Legal Preaching - 353 
Life in Chriit <- 149 


ms {terious 332 
Lord's Day 13, 17, 20, 68 
Supper 


97, 101, 231, 234 
Love, brotherly 
282, 283, 320 


of Chriſt = 307 
of God (( ( ues 
to God 72, 166 


Loveſt thou me - 266 
Lukewarmneſs 346 


M. 
Man's Formation 25 
Marriage - 238 
Meditation 328 


Meeting together 194 
Mercy and Grace 23 
Millenium = 223 
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Hymn, 
Miniſter, fick — 215 
Death of one 
249 
proyed for 

216, 221 
Miniſters, Meeting of 220 
Miracles of Chriit 150 
Morning and Evening 
Mercies 48, 67 
Morning Song 65, 354 
Mourners directed 274 


N. 


New Heavens and Earth 


276 
November the Fifth 243 


O. 


Obedience legal and evan- 
l = "289 
Obedience, legal inſuf- 
ficient - 326 
Ordination — 211, 213 


P. 


Pardon 6, 127, 128 
Parting of Chriſtians 240 
Paſtor, chooſing one 212 


Patience — 167 
Paul's Converſion 344 
Peace and War from God 


| 242 
Perſeverance 
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Hymn. 


Perſeverance 8 


Pleading with God 192 
Popiſh Plots defeated 243 
Praiſe, everlaſting - 26 


for Myrcy 18 


to Chriſt 137, 263 


univerſal 
16, 27, 28 
* anſwered. - 183 


for Children 187 
Meetings 334 
Promiſes yea and Amen 


73 

Provide, the Lord will 280 
Providence dai k 

85, 110, 113, 164 


equitable 112 


myſterious 114 
univerſal 


111, 237, 337 


N. 


IT 
Redemption - 69 


Remembering the Way 
I 34 
Requeſt, the — 182 


Reſignation 49, 167,171, 


Y 172, 173 
Reſt in Heaven - 191 
Reſurrection of Chriſt 

139, 140, 300 
of the Body 86, 
251,276, 319 
Faith in it 285 


Revival prayed for 222 
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Hymn, 

Righteouſneſs of Chriſt 

precious - 56 
Righteouſneſs RM 


126 


Robe of 36 


8. 
Sabbath Day < 190 


eternal - 191 


Safety of the Church 8. 


Salvation = 82 
admired - 133 
by Grace 62, 132, 
263, 272, 275 
finiſhe\l, 123,131, 

262 
Method of 130 
Scripture and Nature 4 
the only Rule 87 
Seaſons own God 235 
repreſent Chtiſt 


. 338 
Self Examination 185 
Denial „ 174 


Sermon, before 194--198 
after 199--298 

Sincerity - 175 
Singing the Song of Mo- 
ſes and the Lamb 302 
Sovereignty of God 1, 247 
of divine Love 


279 

Spirit, holy deſired 1 6 

grieved - 157 
Influence of the 

71, 270, 293 
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| U. 
Hymn. Hymn. 
Spirit, Leadings of the | Unfruitfulneſs - 95 
155 

125 Operations of 39 N 

36 poured down 92 | Vanity of earthly Things 

ſealing of = 64 74 
witneſſing of 64 | Victory over Death 3g 

Las Strength as the Day is | Vineyard of Chriſt 288 

* 135 W 

80 in Chriſt = 336 , | 

52 Submiſſion 30, 61, 246, Walking with God 129 f 
33 | 253, 278 War and Peace 242 i 
25 Supper of the Lord Warfare, internal 115 , 
"I 97-101, 231--234 | Weeping - = 169 . 

15 Support under Trials 76 | Wonders of Grace 23 | 

Word ot God precious | 

30 | T. 116 

+ Time's in God's Hand Worſhip, opening a Place _ 
7 | 1 247 of - = ' 188, 189 [ 
5 Thankſgiving, public 243] Worthy the Lamb 204 | 
it Trinity, Praiſe to v . 
8 102, 103, 273, 315 a | 
. Truſt in God - 178 | Year, beginning of 294 
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